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More than a sequel, it's a scream, 
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VIDE 


Spring? You've ‘gotta be joking. 
Depression hangs heavy over | 
Ludiow, clouds move in from 
the north, and snow threatens 
to grey the hills surrounding 
our little township. Yes, it’s time 
for the gang who produced 
Stephen King's Misery to drop in 
for a moan. | 

Director Rob Reiner decries the 
horror genre despite the movies 
success and William Goldman 
talks about sub-text. x x 

On the film exclusive front we 
have the first colour pictures 
and report on Terminator 2: | 
Judgement Day in which Arnie ` 
plays a good robot sent back to 
protect the people of Earth and 


prevent Armageddon. We've то x 


got Sam Raimi with a status 
report on his next project Evil 


Dead Ill: Army Of Darkness, plus i 


some of the initial storyboard - 
artwork for the film which has 
yet to go into production. O 


The infamous immortal Michael < 


Ironside steps out of Highlander 
2 to talk about the nature of evil, 
his theories behind playing the 
quintessential villain and the 
truth behind reported ructions 
on set. 

Also, prepare to greet Richard 
O'Brien, creator of The Rocky 
Horror Picture Show, Dan — 
O’Bannon whose new Lovecraft | 
film, The Resurrected, has 
nothing to do with Aliens, 

William Gibson who can tell the 
difference between his script 
and the one being used now, and 


the name of the i t 
EXCLUSIVE, but no one was too 
sure how to spell it. x Q 


| Katana in Highlander-2: 
[| ‘some of moviedomy, imfportal failures. Maie 


| popular reviewi 


IU film tie-in о» ка! 


Terminator 2 is still in production but, true to form, we ets the 


| first‘action pictures anda steaming hot report with info which won't 


Бе available i in other mags for months to: come. Sam Raimi drops 


| © everything. to give us another exclusive - the low down on his soon to 


be shot Evil Dead III: Army Of Darkness. Aliens' Dan O'Bannon 
comes back from the graveyard with the latest HP Lovecraft ^ 


|, adaptation, The Resurrected. William Gibson ‘chews over Steam 


Punk. Tom Stoppard discusses his first Shakespearean | blood] 


| Richard O* Brien reveals his sequel to The Rocky Horror cmo. 


Show. ^ 5 Vi. 


STUDIES IN APPLIED MISERY 


Director Rob/Reiner returns to Stephen King territory wi 
| one of this years greatest screen chillers. Legendary screenwriter d 
| William Goldman discusses his respect for Stephen King and thi 
| p he made to.thé original storyline. 
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Harvey Bernhard; producer of the Omen, reveals why. 
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Armed with only a catapult and a 
broken pea- shooter, the 

fearless JB Macabre rushed in 
where angels feared to tread and 
amazingly lived to report on 
Terminator 2. 
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n 1984, large audiences turned out 
to see writer-director James 

Cameron’s vision of a troubled 
future, where machines dominated 
mankind. Arnold Schwarzenegger 
played a cyborg from the future sent 
back in time to kill Sarah Connor, the 
mother of the saviour of the human 
race. The cyborg tried to intercept her 
before she could give birth. The 
human resistance was able to send 
back a commando and prevent the 
cyborg from completing its mission. 

Three billion human lives are about 
to end in a nuclear war, on August 29, 
1997. It is a date that will forever live 
in the minds of the survivors as 
Judgement Day. These refugees from 
the nuclear Armageddon emerge only 
to face a new, more determined night- 
mare. They must wage war against 
their servants, the machines. 

"The real nemesis in the future is a 
super computer called Skynet, which 
was developed to run strategic defence 
sometime in our immediate future,’ 


Arnie gets moral.This time 
round he's protecting Sarah 
Connor (below left) and her 
son John (with Cameron 
above) from the new 
Terminator baddie (top left) 


explains director-writer James 
Cameron. ‘It subsequently developed 
beyond its original programming and 
became a neural net computer, a 
learning computer, with the ability to 
learn and grow on it's own. 

‘Evolving into a fully functioning 
entity, this super computer eventually 
attempts to control the planet and 
destroy all human life. It infiltrates 
mankind by creating human-looking 
machines using real living tissue as a 
sheath around a metal endoskeleton.’ 

The machine rebuilds the destroyed 
time transporter and sends back a 
new Terminator. The rebels battle and 
take over the time station. Realizing 
was the power of this new cyborg 
assassin, they resurrect the old model, 
Arnold Schwarzenegger, as Sarah 
Connor’s new champion. 


CYBORG REALITY 
Cameron felt that the success of the 
first film was the audience’s ability to 
accept the possibility of these 
machines, the premise of the 
Terminator’s existence. ‘It was impor- 
tant that the audiences believe that 
there can be a blend between a human 
component and a machine component,’ 
commented Cameron. ‘I think that’s 
due to the fact that it is now an aspect 
of everyday life to be surrounded by 
machines. Medical advances have also 
shown us that even the human body is 
just a very complex machine. 

‘The Terminator was a cultural 
phenomenon that people responded to 
on a psychological level.’ The 
Terminator represented a dark side of 
the human psyche, and audiences 
embraced the fantasy of being totally 
stripped of all moral constraints and 
having the ability to do exactly what 
they wanted wherever they wanted. 
It’s a dark fantasy, but it’s one that 
people can have fun with in the safety 
of a movie theatre.’ 


TERMINAL 
DISTRESS 


The story for Terminator 2 picks up 
ten years after Sarah first battled the 
Terminator. During that period she 
has given birth to her son, John 
Connor, and becomes a different per- 
son from the withdrawn waitress who 
becomes the courageous survivor of 
the first film. 

Cameron revealed, ‘Since we last 
saw Sarah she’s had to deal with the 
terrible knowledge she gained that the 
human race will virtually end in a 
nuclear war and on exactly what date 
it will end. The knowledge has driven 
her to the point of madness.’ 

In following the tale of Sarah 
Connor and the Terminator, 
Terminator II: Judgement Day deals 
with a critical theory contained within 
the original film. "The future is not set. 
There is no fate but what we make for 
ourselves,' said Kyle Reese, the father 
of the Redeemer. 

Cameron feels that, 'the acceptance 
of destiny is an acceptance that life is 
dictated by fate and that there is noth- 
ing you can do about it, as opposed to 
believing you can control the course of 
your life and rise above the circum- 
stances.' 


DOOM AND 
DESTRUCTION 


Deciding to confront her destiny, 
Sarah Connor must also face the des- 
tiny of the world itself. 'Sarah has 
lived with the knowledge of the 
impending destruction of the world for 
so long that she has begun to think of 
it as a total inevitability, Cameron 
said. ‘But when she gets pushed too 
far, she remembers a message sent 
from her son, carried to her by Kyle 
Reese, the soldier from the future who 
became the father of her child. The 
message strikes at her heart, and she 
decides to try to change the future 
rather than merely accept it.’ 

Cameron assembled a notable team 
for Terminator 2. Adam Greenberg, 
whose credits include Ghost and La 
Bamba, was director of photography. 
Joseph Nemec III was production 
designer. The FX were the combined 
efforts of Industrial Light and Magic, 
Fantasy II Film Effects Inc. and 4- 
ward Productions, with Stan Winston 
Inc. furnishing the special make-up 
effects. 

Actress Linda Hamilton takes up 
her role as Sarah Connor again. And 
not only is Arnold back, he was also 
one of the driving forces behind the 
sequel. ‘Arnold was always a very 
strong force in trying to get the sequel 
made, said Cameron. 1 realize that 
The Terminator was the one film that 
Га done that was the closest to my 
heart and that I’d really enjoyed mak- 
ing just for the sheer kinetic thrill of 
film making. So with Terminator 2, 
thanks to Arnold, we’ve now come full 
circle.’ 

Terminator 2: Judgement Day was 
written by James Cameron and 
William Wisher, who worked on the 
first film and as a script doctor (He 
should be struck off - Ed) on 
Nightmare On Elm Street V. Gale 
Anne Hurd and Mario Kassar were 
executive producers. 


Terminator 2 should be hitting the 
cinemas this summer, but before then 
look out for an exclusive FEAR inter- 
view with big Arnie himself. 
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EXUBERANCE 


“Where the dark realm of the macabre 
meet the enlightenment of the future.” 


EXUBERANCE MAGAZINE: the journal of S.F.,Fantasy 
and horror, featuring the best of today’s new writers. 


INTERZONE: “Promising new magazine.” 
FEAR: “The standard of fiction is high.” 
BBR: “Good spread of writers.... 


EXUBERANCE will be one to keep 
your eye on.” 


Issues #1 and #2 now available. Issue #3 (DF Lewis special) available 
May 1991, Issue #4 (Joel Lane special) available August 1991 
Available from selected stores, or direct from the publisher: 
£1.75 - single issue, £6.50 - 4 issue subscription from: 
J Smith 34 Croft Close Chipperfield Herts WD4 9PA 


Brandishing his 
pocket calculator 
and a beginners 
guide to merchant 
banking, John 
Gilbert embraces 
the enterprise 
culture and talks 
profit margins with 
comic shop owner, 
Mike Conroy. 


ecession may be leaving some of 
the bigger specialist comic 
stores strapped for cash but 
Mike Conroy, owner of The Edge Of 
Forever in Bexleyheath, South 
London, is living proof that a love of 
comics, mixed with a healthy respect 
for your customers and an accoun- 
tant's acumen can turn a decent profit. 

Mike is an accountant during most 
of the week, often relying on his girl- 
friend and mother to run The Edge, 
which is situated in an indoor market 
behind the main Bexleyheath 
Shopping Centre. ‘I’ve been dealing in 
comics now for about 20 years. I had a 
very large mail order organization 
plus a shop which at the time was also 
called The Edge Of Forever in Welling, 
Kent, and I closed all this down for a 
wide variety of reasons in about 1983. 
I spent five years having nothing to do 
with comics.’ 

Three and a half years later he 
spotted empty shop units within the 
newly furnished marketplace and, 
partly because his girl-friend wanted a 
Saturday job, he restarted his comics 
business. At first, they only opened on 
Thursday, Friday and Saturday. 
During Christmas 1989 he cashed in 
on the seasonal trade by opening on 
Monday and Tuesday. In January they 
went back to normal and after two 
weeks they decided that ıt was worth 
re-opening during those extra days. 

The old shop offered a wider range 
of materials than the new shop New 
Edge — including film memorabilia 
and novels — but Mike has been care- 
ful to tailor his merchandise for the 
highest possible profit. ‘We still do 
film material but whereas before we 
could have said that our shop gave a 
third to each of those things — comics, 
film, and paperbacks — we now have 
something like 80 per cent comics and 
20 per cent film as a bonus. I think 
that there is a big market for the film 
material, but it’s not got the same 
clanishness as, say, the comic materi- 
al. 

‘Our problem is here, being in a 


Sita 


market hall which isn’t very popular 
so people either find us through our 
advertising or though word of mouth. 
We get very little passing trade 
because we have no shop window, and 
I think that is the problem with the 
film material.’ 


MARKET 


KNOWLEDGE 


Mike does, however, carry a wide 
range of genre film magazines and 
books but, ‘they don’t move very well 
probably because Smiths tend to carry 
the general material. We carry 
Empire, which is the only general 
magazine, but basically our stock at 
the specifically film end is Fangoria, 
Dr Who, Starburst. But we widened 
out slightly to include FEAR and its 
competitors.’ 

The physical side of launching a 
specialist shop appears to be easy but 
the trade often requires an in-depth 
knowledge of merchandise which can 
be difficult to pick up even for an old 
hand. ‘Having been around for a long 
time, I went to people I knew at Titan 
(the distribution company/publisher- 
owner of Forbidden Planet) and said, 
‘Look, I’m going to get back into this 
business. People keep telling me that 
it’s changed significantly during the 
last five years, but I don’t know how.’ 
So he went through it and basically I 
took Marvel and DC material. I gave 
him a starting figure for the most pop- 
ular title which was X-Men at the 
time, and almost still is, and then we 
scaled everything down as a percent- 
age of X-Men. On import shelves at 
any one time are in excess of 200 titles 
of which probably less than 50 per 
cent come from Marvel and DC and 
their reprints. 

‘I took the film magazines because I 
know some comics fans buy film maga- 
zines; it was just to catch the extra lit- 
tle bit of trade. My intention was even- 
tually to return to something like my 
Welling shop where I could cover the 
whole genre in the way that I'm inter- 
ested in it. It hasn't happened, I 


Mike Conroy 


haven't got enough space, but we have 
a lot of people who shop in town and 
come in once in a blue moon because 
they've seen us in the price guide or 
an ad in Comics International and a 
lot of them say that our selection of 
new stuff on the comics side is one of 
the best. I only carry stuff that I can 
sell, but I try a lot of stuff that I'll try 
for three or four issues and it's only 
when it doesn't sell any copies that I 
stop selling them.' š 


RAGS TO RICHES 

Yes, Mike is willing to take a risk 
backed by firm commercial judgement 
so he's the perfect man to speculate on 
the future of special shop businesses. 
“The day I started dealing in comics, I 
borrowed a fiver from my wife to buy a 
collection. I happened to be in a shop 
that had a load of old comics and I 
bought them for a fiver. When I closed 
down in March 83 my turnover from 
mail order was in excess of £100,000 
per annum: that was funded off that 
first fiver. 

“When I opened this original unit it 
cost me several thousand pounds - 
that was just for stock. So if I'm going 
to open a city centre shop with 
frontage, storage, offices, whatever, we 
are talking a lot of money. We all 
started dealing out of our back bed- 
rooms in the early days. Now the only 
way to start is with a lot of money or 
to go this route. I did it for fun, not 
money, I couldn't afford to do it for 
money. Youre talking a major invest- 
ment. Although banks now are start- 
ing to say, ‘Comics? Let's have a dis- 
cussion, my bank manager in 88, 
despite the money that was going 
through my bank account used to 
laugh that we were doing Dare Devil 
158 for five pounds. The perception 
has changed but only slightly. You 
can't go and raise money from a mer- 
chant bank at the moment unless the 
merchant banker happens to be a 


comics fan, so I don't think that small 1 


— 


FEAR. 


— Nils: 


is necessarily beautiful, but I think it 
is the only way that most people can 
get started.’ 


NEXT ISSUE: The other side of the 
comics industry with Neil Gaiman 
explaining the Sandman production 
process — from script to shelf. 
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ТНЕ WORLD OF FEAR 


Donning lacy 
underwear and 
boldly shaving legs 
that have never 
been shaved 
before, John 
Gilbert pitches his 
tent in the 
company of the 
King of Camp. 


ichard O’Brien, creator of the 
Rocky Horror Show, has had 18 
years to ruminate on the rea- 
sons for the show's success. But, even 
now he has little idea why the show 
and film, which has just been released 
on sell through video, has continued to 
be such a stonking success. ‘People 
who saw it then weren’t so much fans 
— they liked Rocky but they weren't 
actually fans. And now fans have their 
own reasons for being there and, prob- 
ably, if you could get them to define 
why they're fans, they'd probably all 
have rather different reasons. They 
probably don't own up to that because 
they've never been asked in private or, 
perhaps, given it much thought. 

‘It’s a kind of club which is quite 
nice, and there’s a kind of camaraderie 
that goes between Rocky fan. I think 
most people like to feel liberated, and 
Rocky gives them a feeling of libera- 
tion. I think it’s a sexual/psychological 
release, which is quite interesting.’ 

The gap between stage and screen 
can be a chasm, the most obvious rea- 
son being that it is difficult to transfer 
the theatrical feel to the stage, but 
Richard was worried about this trans- 
formation for another reason. “The 


Richard O’Brien: no 
ordinary Riff Raff 
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main difficulty was that this was a 
piece of theatre that owed its existence 
to film genre, and our biggest worry 
was that if we went back to film was it 
then not as strong a piece, because we 
were going back to its roots and doing 
what’s being done on film anyway in 
the past. I think we got around that by 
bringing a theatrical element into the 
film which made it less cinema and 
more of the filming of a theatrical 
event.’ 

He insisted that the actors in the 
film did not play their roles in a 
schlocky or throwaway manner. ‘We 
insisted on it being played for real. No 
one was ever going to be able to turn 
in a performance with their tongue in 
their cheek; and I think that’s essen- 
tial for comedy anyway. There’s too 
much of that going on. People think 
theyre slumming, and they get given 


‚ a piece of crap and they treat it with 


disrespect. Well they shouldn't be 
doing the fucking thing quite frankly; 
they've gotta treat it just as carefully 
and as seriously as if they were doing 


SKELETON 


CREW 
DISBANDS 


As this issue of FEAR was 
being finished off, we heard 
about the demise of one of our 
competitors, Skeleton Crew. 
It's sad to see another genre 
outlet closing down, 
especially after the effort that 
Dave Reeder and his crew put 


into making the project 
commercially viable. 


Lear, and then it becomes funnier, 
becomes camper. I get very cross when 
I see actors turning in what they feel 
is a comedy performance when it's cry- 
ing out for them to play it straight and 
let the comedy reveal itself.' 


SOAP ON A ROPE 


O'Brien has already had one bash at 
writing a sequel to Rocky with the 
first draft of his other bizarre hit 
Shock Treatment but the director did 
not want to go with the storyline. 
"Frank was exhumed and was brought 
back to life by Doctor Scott. I turned in 
my first draft and the producers said 
"This is the best first draft screenplay 
we've ever read'. They got hold of Jim 
Sharman (the director), and Jim said, 
'[ like it, but I don't want to do more of 
the same, Га rather do something 
else’. We should have said, ‘Okay Jim, 
thanks very much, we'll go and find 
another director’. We didn’t and we 
went through six drafts — changing it, 
throwing the baby out with the bath 
water, writing songs that no longer 
related to storylines — and fucked the 
whole thing up. However, the sound 
track reveals what might have been. 

Tm actually writing a sequel called 
The Revenge Of The Old Queen. That’s 
15 years on, disregarding Shock 
Treatment ever happened. At the end 
of the day it’s easier because I’m 
divorced from it by time.’ 

There are no firm details as to the 
release of this sequel, but in the mean- 
time Richard has started a new series 
of the Crystal Maze on Channel 4, and 
you can also see him as Riff Raff in 
The Rocky Horror Picture Show which 
has just appeared on CBS-Fox sell 
through. 


ABSOLUTE 
BEGINNERS 


The biggest surprise of this 
year’s Nebula nomination 
shortlist has to be the presence 
of absolute beginer Ted Chiang 
in the novella category. His story 
Tower Of Babylon, is his first 
sale (to Omni). Chiang wrote the 
story, at the age of 21, prior to 
attending the 1989 Clarion SF 
Writers Workshop; he heard that 
he’d made the sale at the end of 
the course. 


BRITAIN'S BESTSELLING 
EROIC FANTASY WRITER 


The first volume of an epic historic fantasy set in the glory 
days of Ancient Greece. A legendary era brought to life, a 
lone hero whose sorrow and joy will touch the hearts of 
every reader, and a lifetime quest against the magical 
forces of evil: David Gemmell, Britain’s bestselling author 
of heroic fantasy, once again produces a powerful and 
enthralling saga. 


Available through all good bookshops. 


“THE WORLD OF FEAR 


JB Macabre didn't 
even know that 
Rosencrantz and 
Guildenstern were 
ill, so when 
someone told him 
that they were 
dead he had no 
choice but to 
investigate. 


hakespeare may have predated 

probability theory and other 

scientific discoveries, but fortu- 
nately Tom Stoppard remedied: all 
that by incorporating neat philosophi- 
cal twists and games into his amusing 
retelling of that classic bloodbath, 
Hamlet, from the perspective of a cou- 
ple of minor characters, Rosencrantz 
and Guildenstern. 


STEAMING BACK 


SPEAREAN 
BLOODBATH 


The play, Rosencrantz And 
Guildenstern Are Dead, started off as 
a one-act burlesque in verse, and was 
then developed in the late 60s into a 
stage version. It’s since been broadcast 
on radio and now Tom Stoppard has 
come up with a screenplay. 

‘The play is about two people — 
who are on a stage, naturally — and 
Shakespeare’s Hamlet goes by them 


William Gibson first shot to fame in 
1984 when Neuromancer hit 

the bookshelves. In the intervening 
years there have been more books, 
awards, and Hollywood scripts. 

As the paperback publication of The 
Difference Engine looms, David V 
Barrett asked Gibson how he coped 
with the fame, the adulation, the 


money? 


ILLIAM GIBSON: Money is a 

very relative thing. Im the 

poor guy when I go to 
Hollywood; I don't have the right kind 
of car, and I never will have. So that 
keeps a bit of balance on it. But the 
fame part, I dont know, I still don't 
believe it; I guess my reaction is one of 
incredulity, that it's a sham, somehow 
— that's what it feels like to me. 

DAVID V BARRETT: Eight 
years ago your name wasn't 
known anywhere... 

Actually, it's more like 11 years 
ago. Га been attracting a certain 
amount of attention in the States 
since I started publishing in Omni, 
which was almost from the beginning; 
I had a chain of Nebula nominations 
and things, so I felt like something 
was happening. But still the 
Neuromancer hoorah and all the 
prizes and stuff took me totally by sur- 
prise. 

To misquote somebody or other, 
how has success changed Bill 
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Gibson? You're now famous, and 
presumably fairly rich! A British 
novelist might get an advance of, 
say, £5,000, and if they sell to the 
States maybe another £15,000. But 
if it takes three years to write 
their book, they have to survive 
on maybe £6-7,000 a year, which 
isn't a great deal. 

Yeah, by those standards I’m mak- 
ing obscene amounts of money! But 
I'm not rich enough that I could ever 
stop. I'm well paid, at this point, but I 
have to keep doing it. 

It must have made quite some 
difference to your life. How has 
your wife adapted to it? 

She's had to adjust to it; she's had 
to become a dependent for tax purpos- 
es. She's not working now, and I feel 
very odd about that, because she had a 
much more orderly sort of career that 
] had. 

She was a foreign students' lan- 
guage teacher. I was a kind of hanger- 
on at university. l'd got a degree in 


periodically, ^ explains Stoppard. 
"They're like a railway section with a 
train going by, but the film is the 
opposite of that. Rosencrantz and 
Guildenstern rush around Elsinore, 
which is like a mysterious, gigantic 
railway station — and they are a train 
that keeps making its way through it 
looking for things. In the film they're 
in search of Hamlet, they don't wait 


English, which is good for absolutely 
nothing. In fact I’m the only person I 
know with a degree in English from 
that particular time at the University 
of British Columbia who's doing any- 
thing remotely related to it. I was a 
teaching assistant, Га be the guy who 
worked the slides in the Art lecture, 
those kind of things, and that was at a 
time when all the other people I knew 
were furiously becoming lawyers, and 
I was feeling oh-oh, time's running out 
and I dont even give a shit, I should 
start to worry about it. ` 

But when I started writing fiction I 


sure didnt think that it would ever 


have any effect on my bank account, I 
mean that was the last thing on my 
mind. Writers in the States are rela- 
tively as poor as the ones in Britain, 
for the most part. They make a bit 
more money, but it seems to balance 
out, it’s really the same. If I werent 
doing the screenplays, I guess I could 


think I would be making less than a 
reasonably aggressive young lawyer 
would make in British Columbia. But 
the screenplay stuff is just huge, 
obscene amounts of money for rela- 


grief in some ways. 


CYBERPUNK 


You're seen as the prophet of the 


cyberpunk movement, the person 
who began it all - are you heartily 


sick of that role? . 
Well I guess it’s good for business. I 
forget which one, but one of the Kinks 
was asked something about heavy 
metal a couple of years ago, and he 
said ‘I didn't call it that when I invent- 


ed it.’ It's been really funny for me, 


because I was an English major and 
read a certain amount of literary his- 
tory, and this has been an opportunity 
to see history being created. I dont 


TO T 


afford to support my family, but I | 


tively little work and a great deal of 


for him to show up. 

'Certain speeches Га written 24 
years ago that I don't like anymore I 
was glad to chuck out. I was also able 
to introduce one or two things not in 
the play at all. One is that 
Rosencrantz almost keeps making sci- 
entific discoveries of various kinds. I 
love gags and there are lots of sight 
gags in there now.’ ` 

Gary Oldman and Tim Roth play 
the lead characters in the movie. ‘Tim 
and Gary give you both the same feel- 
ing — you feel they've come from the 
same place,' Stoppard said. They were 
both so inventive; if you allowed them 
to, they would come up with the most 
wonderful moments. I always lived 
with this comfortable feeling that 
whatever else might be off during 
Shooting, the casting had worked out 
in a very lucky way.’ 


MEDIEVAL 
MYSTERIES 


In Shakespeare's Hamlet Rosencrantz 
and Guildenstern are Hamlet's class- 
mates and are only incidental to the 
plot. To Stoppard, they are something 
else. ‘They're a double act, but why 
they are together, and what their rela- 


mean by my writing the books, but my 
watching critics. People like Michael 
Swanwick write these articles, and 
people then assume that that which 


has been written is true. For me it's 


very strange. 

Cyberpunk's a mixture of Philip 
Marlowe detective pastiche, and 
some 1960s style SF, and a lot of 
glitter; some of it is excellent, and 


some of it is crap. 


Well that's what it's become, but it's 
very strange how it got there. I think 
youre right in a way, with books like 
that coming up, but I don't think I’ve 
ever written any of them. (Laughs) 


` There was a small group of people, 


much smaller than the group of people 
that Swanwick initially described... 


the people I was friends with in 81, 


people like Bruce Sterling and Lew 
Shiner and John Shirley, and that was 
pretty well it. There was something 
there, but being a 40-year-old 
American in 1988, calling it ‘The 
-o that’s really uncomfort- 
able. 


NO REGRETS 

The whole cyberpunk thing: apart 
from the financial success and the 
fame, do you regret that you've 
been involved in it? 

No, I dont regret it, but I look at it 
and I have a certain sense of lost 
potential. This label that suddenly 
appeared generated a certain amount 
of attention, but somehow that which I 
was expecting to happen didnt hap- 
pen. 

My sense of what Sterling was say- 
ing seven or eight years ago was that 
something’s coming, something's hap- 
pening, and the ice is breaking up and 
were here and we ve got lots of ener- 
gy, and there's more people going to be 
turning up all the time —and that 
hasn't happened. We've got the same 


Tim Roth (left) as 
Guildenstern; Gary Oldman 
(centre) as Rosencrantz; 
Richard Dreyfuss (right) as 
The Player. Photo: Rolf 
Konow 

tionship is, remains as much a mys- 
tery to them as it does to the audience. 


‘One is brighter and most of the 
time angry with the other one, who's 


bunch of people who started doing 
very very diverse things. 

Nothing would please me more 
than to see 50 or 60 young super-tal- 
ented science fiction writers suddenly 
appear and say ‘We're doing this 
because we read Neuromancer — it 
would be enormously flattering, and 
its not happening! What Im seeing 
instead is these awful formula rip-offs 
of the original stuff, which totally miss 
the point. It never occurred to me that 
would happen, and I cant see a way 
around it, but it's а dead end, at this 
point. If I had any advice for the entry- 
level SF writer, it’s — for God's sake 
don’t write anything that can remotely 
be called cyberpunk. 


MODEM ERRORS 
How did you and Bruce Sterling 
come to write The Difference 
Engine? Whose idea was it? And 
how did you collaborate? 

It emerged from a dialogue. The 
dialogue we were having preceded the 
idea that is actually in the book. We'd 
been talking about babbage virtually 
since we met; I’m not sure how far 
back the mutual interest goes, maybe 
as far back as 81 or 82, and at some 
point we decided that, yes, it was a 


book that someone had to write, but. 


we'd sit around saying, ‘No, you do it’, 
‘No, Bruce, you do it’, so finally it just 
seemed that the way to do it was to do 
it together. Asking how a given collab- 
oration works is something like asking 
how a given marriage works: if it 
works well, the participants dont 
know how it works. On the physical 
level we shipped the thing back and 
forth Federal Express on floppy disc; 
we did initially try to use our little 
Apple modems, but we found that it 
was frustrating and expensive, and 
had a really high error count. 

Did you write a section then 


dumber. They're like a Shakespearean 
Laurel and Hardy or Abbott and 
Costello. They don’t quite know which 
is which, but then neither does anyone 
else.’ 

As well as writing the script, 
Stoppard also directed the film. ‘I was 
sent a list of possible directors. But by 
the time I'd written a script, which is 
not the play, I had a vision of the 
whole thing – and I didn't want any- 
one to think they were filming the 


pass it to Bruce to rewrite and 
write the next one, or did you split 
it up between you? 

It got going around and around. 
One of the interesting things about 
working on word processors: Bruce 
would do a bit, then I would start 
working on it, Bruce would do another 
bit, and I would either start working 
on it or start working on the bit past 
the bit that Bruce was working on; it 
was strangely non-sequential. 


So there is no way of saying ` 
this bit is 


‘This bit is mine, 
Bruce's? 

Well, there are some sections, when 
I look at the book now I think, well 
that's his; but each of us revised the 
other so many times during the pro- 
cess. It's difficult to speak of drafts 
any more; if we had done drafts we'd 


have done twenty or thirty drafts of 


everything — which is the way Im 
used to working. 

How satisfied are you with it? 

Im embarrassingly satisfied; that's 
probably a function of that fact that it 
is a collaboration. l'm more satisfied 
with it than I ever have been with my 
own work, and probably more than I 
ever will be with my own work. 


LITERARY SAMPLING 


I want to know how you managed 


to get such an authentic-sounding 


Victorian London tone to the 


book; to me that works extremely 


well. 

"Thank you, I'm delighted! The book 
was very very intensely, if somewhat 
randomly researched, and we 
employed a technique throughout that 
in some ways is a literary equivalent 
of digital sampling. We went to period 
journalism and period genre novels 
essentially, and skated through lifting 
the signature bits, the bits that we 
found were resonant. I've always been 


play. I began to think I should direct 
because I was the only person who 
would feel free to treat the play with 
disrespect. That was the key thing, 
really; I felt nobody would be able to 
move on their feet the way I could. 
During shooting, if we got an idea, it 
was ‘do it’. If it hadn't been the author 
directing, there'd be this feeling of 'Oh, 
this is a famous play, we can't just do 
that instead.' It needed to be done by 
someone who wouldn't worry about it.’ 


fascinated with the idea of collage any- 
way, its a recurring theme in my 
work, and the collage level of The 
Difference Engine is very high. | a 

What next, from you or from | 
Bruce? Any further collabora- | 
tions? 

Well, this collaboration I think was | 
very much a one-off for both of us, and. 
the pleasure of the book for me is that. 
it is totally a one-off; there's not any- 
thing like it, and nor is there ever like- 
ly to be. 


Гуе been having : a du of a break, 


which is a very nice feeling: All of my 
screenplay stuff in Hollywood is on 
hold. After I did the Alien one I did 
one for a film of New Rose Hotel (a 
Story in Gibson's anthology Burning 
Chrome) and I did another for a film of 
Burning Chrome; but there's no way of 
knowing if any of these things will 


HOLY BAT | 
SEQUELS 


Batman 2 is now to be filmed in 
Los Angeles and if you thought 
Aliens Ill was beset with 
disasters, just take a look at the 
game of musical chairs being 
played on Warners’ Batman 2. 
Director Tim Burton has just 
signed to direct after finishing 
his latest project, Beetlejuice In 
Love, while Michael Keaton and 
Kim Bassinger will take up their 
central roles again. 

Joining them will be Dustin 
Hoffman as the Penguin. The 
biggest change, however, is the 
junking of Gotham City at 
Pinewood. It will rise again in 
Los Angeles. Shooting will take 
place in August — that’s 1991 for 
those sceptics among you — so 
the film should be the box office 
biggie of the summer of 1992. 


x s. and William Gibson. 


| Photo: Н ster Doove 


ver be made... | 
Are you still embarrassed „bY | 


exactly danger money, but they make | 


it a sufficient hassle that you don't | 
have to feel guilty; it's enough of a 


| pain in the ass doing it. And finally, - 


the money is usually all you get out of 
it, because they probably won't make | 
the film, and if they do you'll probab 
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John Gilbert, a man 
who is never 
happier than when 
he's exploring the 
seamy side of low- 
life sleaze, chats 
up a woman 
making her mark in 
a man's world. 


nfatuation often equals art, and 

director Maggie Greenwald's fixa- 

tion on a dead American sleazy 
thriler writer has certainly brought 
her favour with critics and, to some 
extent, audiences. 

The writer in question is Jim 
Thompson, whose book The Grifters 
was recently filmed by Stephen Freas, 
but it was Greenwald, one of the 
world's few female directors who start- 
ed the greaseball rolling with her film 
The Kill Off. 1 started reading the 
books about six years ago when they 
were reissued in the US. I was fasci- 
nated with the perspective from which 
he wrote, the subjective point of view 
of characters such as thieves, conmen, 
and whores: you could see their point 
of view.’ 


DOES YOUR life lack surprise and excitement? 
DO YOU look over your shoulder and see nothing but 


your own shadow? 


ARE YOUR dreams peaceful and uninterrupted? 
IS THE tedium driving you crazy? 


FEAR NOT 


FEAR is the UK's leading fantasy, horror and science fiction 
magazine offering views and news on those people, films, videos, 
books and plays which make life that bit more interesting. Don't 
miss out. Make sure you get your monthly dose of FEAR and place 
an order with your newsagent NOW! 


To ensure you get your regular copy of FEAR, order it from your 
local newsagent by handing in this form. 


TO THE NEWSAGENT 


Marc, „езунин кнын ныкына 


Please place me a regular order for FEAR magazine. 


Publications, Ludlow, Shropshire, and is distributed by 
COMAG, Tavistock Road, West Drayton, Middlesex. It is 
published on the third Thursday of each month, price £1.95. 


| FEAR is a monthly SOR magazine from Newsfield 


| Please contact your wholesaier or COMAG for any further informa- 


tion. 
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The Kill Off is a graphic example of 
Thompson’s art: a claustrophobic 
small American town in which one 
bedridden woman manages to alienate 
most of the other inhabitants with her 
wicked gossip. Rumour, turns to accu- 
sation which in turn leads to murder. 
Each of the characters and situations 
holds secrets, many of which are 
depressing. One young man, for 
instance, is impotent and can only 
approximate orgasm through a narcot- 
ic fix. ‘I immediately wanted to make 
one of his books into a film. I was fas- 
cinated by The Kill Off because the 
main character is a woman who is in 
many ways a conventional old lady 
who is also this evil person. 

Thompson’s books were out of print 
at his death a decade ago and there 
was no way that the movie industry 
was about to pick up his stories which 
stepped beyond Chandler and 
Marlowe, but still Maggie persisted. ‘I 
was the first person to option one of 
the books but, until then, there was a 
hesitancy on the part of the American 
film industry to invest in such dark 
material. But, as is always the case, 
once one a book was optioned, within a 
short time they were all optioned.’ 


TOTAL CONTROL 

Although The Kill Off did moderately 
well during its theatrical release, the 
other big Thompson movie of the year, 
The Grifters, took all the accolades, 
probably because it could boast 
Anjelica Huston and Cyril Cussack, as 
well as a top of the range director. 
But, an unknown cast can lend 
authenticity, especially if the movie is 
a realistic thriller. 'The Kill Off was a 
very low-budget film. Making a film in 
that way, I had the opportunity not to 
cast stars. 1 was able to cast the 
ensemble so that each character could 


Bobby points the finger at 
the barkeeper 


be completely believable. I had total 
control.' 

Maggie also appears to have had 
total control of her career, starting off 
in Hollywood, and then making the 
seemingly odd decision to move to 
become a New York director alongside 
such luminaries as Woody Allen. 
‘Essentially, I preferred living in New 
York but spent a number of years in 
LA trying to get financing – but, the 
financing for my first film came from 
New York.’ 

It’s a move which has done her no 
harm, particularly since there are very 
few women directors in America or 
Britain. "The situation is so pathetic 
that I don't know where tó begin. 
There are starting to be more women 
directors — but even using the word 
'more' is inappropriate. Out of 350 
films last year, something like eight of 
them were directed by women. There 
is still a real question about what is 
women’s’ material. There's the idea 
that women have to do sensitive mate- 
rial, as if 'sensitive' is a handicap and 
you have to do stories about house- 
wives, teenagers or something. I am 
one of the few directors who are deal- 
ing with male territory.’ 

She has several other Thompson 
novels under option but, ‘the next one 
Im doing is Savage Night for Laurel 
(the company that produced Stephen 
King's Creepshow and Pet Semetary). 
Гуе just written a western which 111 
do hopefully in the nearer future. It's 
supposed to start shooting in the sum- 
mer but it's not set yet.’ 

Another ride into what has been 
male territory? Probably. 


HE'S GOT A GRUDGE, COS THEY TURNED HIM TO SLUDGE! 


THE GOOD.... 


PAY THE PREMIUM... 
OR DIE! 


THE BAD.... 


‚ AND THE UGLY. 
GO AHEAD, MAKE YOUR DAY. PRESS PLAY FOR GREAT VIEWING. 


ALL THESE VIDEOS AVAILABLE FROM W. H. SMITH, OUR PRICE, MENZIES, HMV, VIRGIN, TOWER RECORDS AND OTHER GOOD VIDEO STORES. 


RAIMI ON THE 


The Evil Dead are 
about to walk 
again. Our very 
own soldier of 
fortune, JB 
Macabre, reports 
from field HQ and 
files an advance 
intelligence 
report... an 
interview with Sam 
Raimi no less. 


B Macabre: From what I’ve 
heard, you have been doing a 
lot of work in developing sto- 

ryboards for Army Of Darkness? Is 
there a formal script, as such, for 
the film? 

Sam Raimi: Yes, there is. My broth- 
er, Ivan, and myself wrote a screen- 
play. We've been in the process of fine 
tuning it and there have been a num- 
ber of drafts. We are very close to a 
shooting script, but well probably do 
one more draft before production 
begins. 

We have been doing quit a bit of 
pre-production work in order to pre- 
pare for the picture. We're working 
with a number of different effects com- 
panies with opticals, make-up and 
miniatures. We're still in the working 
stages. There are several different sto- 
ryboard artists who are working on 
the films. I sit with them, describe 
what I need and then they create it. 
Storyboards are a very good tool to 
help clearly visualize what were going 
after. 

I have been very busy with the film. 
I hope to have every angle and cut 
boarded before we begin production. 

At the beginning of develop- 
ment for Army Of Darkness: Evil 
Dead III there was talk about pos- 
sibly going over to the UK and 
filming in a real castle. From what 
I’ve heard, your plans have fallen 
through. Was the reason strictly 
financial, or were there logistic 
and time constraints? 

It was strictly financial. I would 
have loved to have gone over to the 
UK to shoot. The film all takes place 
in a castle, so it was really very logical 
to go there and film in one of those 
great castles. To get the creative con- 
trol I desired this time, I had to cut 
the budget severely. This film is going 
to cost about half the budget of 
Darkman. To do that I had to accept 
certain limitations in what I was able 
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to do. One of the things I could not 
afford was to travel overseas with a 
crew, or partial crew, and rent a cas- 
tle. I’m really sorry about that too, it 
was something I really wanted to do. 
But, we will be faking the castle 
through film techniques, which I hope 
will be more effective. 


LIVING SKELETONS 
So, it’s safe to say you will not be 
using any locations, rather you'll 
be building sets and using mat- 
paintings. 

Exactly. Through mats, miniatures, 
superimpositions and composite opti- 
cals we will artificially create the cas- 
tle. It'S tough though. There's a battle 
sequence with Bruce Campbell, 
returning as monster hater Ash, 
where he will lead an English army 
against the army of darkness. Living 
skeletons will pick themselves up, 
marching suits of armour and living 
bones that will come up from the 
ground and battle the living. It all 
takes place at this castle. It’s kind of a 
nightmare. 

When we spoke on the set of 
Darkman, you compared your 
experience of using all the special 


Teper 
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effects techniques and opticals 
available to you like being a little 
kid with a pocket full of money in 
a candy store. Looking back, hav- 
ing had your fill, how has that 
affected your approach to Army Of 
Darkness? 

Im hungry again. I need more 
money to do everything I want to do! 
But this time it's back to the basics. 
I've had to think a little harder on cre- 
ating more interesting shots. I'll have 
to use ropes and pulleys instead of a 
Luma crane. It forces me to think a lit- 
tle harder, which is great. 

Im really making Army Of 
Darkness for Dino De Laurentiis. He 
happened to sell the American rights 
to Universal. I’ve always approached 
the project as if it were an indepen- 
dent picture. It’s independent in the 
sense that people are making less on 
the film and we have less of a budget 
to work with, but we have more con- 
trol creatively. 

Is there any reason why the 
Evil Dead part of the title is not 
being emphasized? 

I think that was Universal’s idea 
based on the film’s domestic market. 
They see that the films I’ve made, Evil 


Dead I & II, never made a penny for 
the distributors. They thought we'd 
better not call it Evil Dead III — a 
sequel to unrated, underground little 
pictures. We'd better put a new title 
on it! 

But it really does pick up where 
Evil Dead II left off. I feel the film is 
the film, the title is a marketing tool. 


CREATIVE CONTROL 
That brings up an interesting 
question. Late last year I did an 
interview with Brad Dourif. He 
felt that everyone working one a 
film, even accountants, try to stick 
their fingers in the pie. Coming 
from your background of working 
as an independent film maker, 
how have you dealt with the prob- 
lems of working with a larger stu- 
dio? 

I think anytime you make a picture 
for a large studio it's a trade off. You 
are tapping into a great distribution 
system, a system that can finance a 
picture, even if it is very expensive, a 
system that has great marketing and 
promotion people, and tools, at their 
disposal. Of course, you can make 
some money, personally, as opposed to 


The Evil Dead III storyboards — kindly loaned to us by Sam Raimi — show just one action 
sequence in the movie (top left to bottom right) during which a chain-saw wielding Bruce 
Campbell does battle with an undead knight. Storyboards, in general, are usually drawn from 
the script during the pre-production stage of movie making. Each board typically describes 
one shot from the movie with actions pencilled and the camera's POV (point of view), 
although the latter may change when shooting begins and even the script is not sacred. The 
boards give the director a visual sense of the movie as a whole with its special effects, stunts, 
and dramatic sequences. They are often pinned up in sequence on the production office wall 
together with polaroids shots of locations. 


being in debt, which is a state that Гуе 
been in for the past fifteen years. I’m 
sure almost every other film maker in 
the world must be in the same state 
until they make a film for a studio. 
Those are the positive sides of the stu- 
dio, and they are quite a few. 

The negatives are that it’s a collab- 
orative effort and you have to work 
with these people. The reason I say 
negative, it really depends on the peo- 
ple youre forced to work with. The 
bottom line is that you are forced to 
work, share responsibility and input 
with these people. It’s a fairly clear 
situation. If you can do without the 


money, the promotion, the publicity, 
and you need creative control you go 
for an independent production, which 
is really what I’m trying to do with 
Army Of Darkness. I’ve lost quite a bit 
of dough, both professionally and per- 
sonally, to make this film. I don’t have 
all the cranes and fancy tools, but I do 
have the creative control. It’s a very 
simple trade off and I don't think that 
the others should complain about it. 
It’s fairly clear cut — if you want the 
money you pay the price creatively, if 
you want to be an artist you make a 
more independent type of picture. 

Are there any other projects 


you want to work on in the near 
future? 

Td like to work on my script writing 
abilities. I guess I’m completely open 
at this time. 

Im assuming a lot by assuming 
that Im going to be making other 
films. Id stil like to make an 
action/adventure. Something that had 
some great characters that would real- 
ly sweep the audience along with 
them. 

That's kind of vague on my part. By 
saying I don't really have any particu- 
lar plans at this time best answers the 
question. 


@ Darrell Schweitzer, whose 
fiction appears in FEAR, is 
one of the judges for this 
year's World Fantasy Awards 
along with Emma Bull, Orson 
Scott Card, Richard Laymon 
and Faren Miller. He is also 
now listed as the sole editor 
of Weird Tales — George 
Scithers has taken over the 
role of publisher, while John 
Betancourt has stepped 
down from the editorial 


masthead owing to the 
demands of his other work. 


Rob Reiner's next movie is 
likely to be Good Omens, 
from the Neil Gaiman and 
Terry Pratchett humorous 
novel — rude bits by 
Gaiman, non-rude bits by 
Pratchett — about an 
Antichrist who makes a cock- 
up of Armageddon. You'll get 
more as soon as we know it. 


@ Alien Ill is at last underway 
with Sigourney Weaver 
returning as Ellen Ripley, 
joining her are British actors 
Charles (The Golden Child) 
Dance and Richard (Warlock) 
Grant. Brian Glover will be 
tackling the alien problem 
under the guidance of video 
director David Fincher. Lance 
Henrikson who portrayed 
Bishop in the second movie 
will not be there, he’s tied up 
in Terminator 2. 


@ The updating of the Dracula 
legend continues. This time 
the remake is in the hands of 
Francis Ford Coppola. 
Rumour is that Jeremy Irons 
will play the lead with support 
from Winona Ryder. 


@ Predictions from industry 
insiders for the top box-office 
draws for 1992! Favourites 
are: Batman 2; Jurassic Park 
which could be Spielberg's 
next movie; Honey | Blew Up 
The Baby; and Princess Of 
Mars which is now on the go 
again after the loss of Jim 
Henson — Tom Hanks may 
play John Carter of Mars 
while John (Die Hard) 
McTiernan directs. 
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INTO THE 
DREAM-TIME 


In an occasional, 
but ongoing, series 
we examine what 
the small press 
zines have to offer. 
This month, Andy 
Oldfield looks at 
three very different 
titles. 


ream, which started publishing 
in 1985, is the oldest and most 
well established of this month’s 
batch. Decidedly non-experimental, it 
specializes in predominantly upbeat 
stories, stories which confront contem- 
porary and future issues in a positive 
way, but above all stories which are 
reader friendly and entertaining. 
Fiction contributors in the January 
issue include a stalwart of the small 
press scene, Andy Smith, and PF 
Hamilton who had a story in FEAR 26 
— fiction quality is good. On the non- 
fiction side, editorial is always strong 
and the book reviews are solidly done. 
Readers’ letters are voluble and lively 
with a strong tendency to rubbish 
Interzone. Poetry is also printed. 


WORD POWER 

At present it’s a professionally typeset 
A5 bi-monthly volume with 71: well- 
filled pages priced at £1.75 for a single 
issue, £10 for a six-issue subscription. 
For sheer wordage it easily outper- 
forms all the other zines this month. 
Plans are underway for upgrading the 
magazine and carrying its brand of SF 
to a wider audience, these plans 
include increasing the payment rate 
for fiction to £30 per thousand words 
and dropping the poetry. It should be 
interesting to see the transformation 
take place. Psycho Candy has failed to 
get off the ground altogether, R.E.M. 


TECHNICAL 
FAULT 


Apologies to those of you 
expecting the start of our 
dazzling new series The Movie 


Makers in this issue of FEAR. 
Technical problems — i.e. the 
lack of our first two test 
subjects — proved 
insurmountable. So, rather 
than offer you a tatty second- 
rate start to the season, we 
have decided to launch it in 
style next month instead! 
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MAJORS CHILDREN by P.P. Hamil 
Jack Wainer — John Light — Andy x, 
ISS Ha dine QUNM, 


IMAGINATION 


pom February/Mar 
is 


де, 
es’ Space Crusade, 
сетор Advanced Space 
Crusade E 
and TSR’s Red Storm Rising. 


WIN MB 
Games Wor 


seems to be on indefinite hold and The 
Gate has appeared only erratically 
thus far. There's a definite gap wait- 
ing to be filled. My money's on Dream 
to fill it. 

Imagination is a well-produced 92 
page bi-monthly A5 format zine at 95p 
for a single copy and £5.70 for a six- 
issue subscription. Аз well as material 
aimed specifically at gamers (each 
issue has a theme — board games this 
time round), it also includes wider 
genre material — book and film 
reviews, short fiction, comics, fantasy 
and censorship etc. 

Rattler’s Tale is fascinating read- 
ing. Combining almost Fortean-style 
short snippets with environmental 
and New Age news items plus short 
features on, for example, the vampire 
myth, it also runs short-short stories. 
It’s the least well-put together of this 
month’s offerings. But, it’s entertain- 
ing, informative and utterly intrigu- 
ing. Its page count is 40, the price for 6 
issues is £5. Its appeal is quite wide. 

Dream Subscriptions, 1 Ravenshoe, 
Godmanchester, Huntingdon, Cambs 
PE18 8DE. 

Imagination Synonym Ltd, 63 
Beeches Crescent, Crawley, West 
Sussex RH10 6BU. 

Rattler’s Tale Anthony North 
Enterprises, BCM Keyhole, London 
WCIN 3ХХ. 


Wal 


| DARK PLAYGROUND’ 


WHEN THE 
BOUGH 


he haggling over that second- 

hand PR title The King Of 

Horror’ rose to a crescendo earlier 

this year when publishers got down in 

the dirt and decided to try and out-bid 
each other in the best-seller stakes. 

Number one is rightly a coveted 
position in any genre of literature, but 
it, like FEAR's standing as the num- 
ber one multi-genre publication in this 
country, should be verified with hard 
sales figures and not bolstered by ten- 
uous tube advertising campaigns. For 
that reason I decided to lay this partic- 
ularly feisty ghost by taking a look at 
the paperback publishing figures for 
the past five years – back to 1985. 

The top horror novel for that year, 
coming in at number 18 was Domain 
(405,107 copies) by James Herbert, 
and it was followed at number 25 by 
Stephen King's Pet Semetary (350,949 
copies). À similar pattern proved itself. 
in 1986 with Moon (521,905) again 
from Herbert, this time holding the 
number eight position, with the near- 
est horror title being Stephen King’s 
Skeleton Crew (361,558), and Thinner, 
by Richard Bachman came in at num- 
ber 24 (310,838) Herbert's Magic 
Cottage again returned him to the 
overall number eight slot in 1987 
(579,367), with King and It at number 
12 (528,679). The year 1988 saw 
Sepulchre at number 10 (532,569) and 
Misery at number 11 (502,852). 
Haunted was 12 in 1989 (503,609) 
with Tommyknockers at 13 (499,623), 
and 1990, during which Herbert did 
not have a paperback release showed 
Stephen King at number eight with 
The Dark Half (514,381). 

These figures are set in the stone of 
the past (courtesy of The Guardian) 
and cannot be fiddled by wannabe’s, 
but I can see the reason for James 
Herbert's worry over claims made by 
certain writers that they are top of the 
heap. He is, without doubt, the best- 
selling horror writer in Britain — also 
just named as one of De Brett's People 
of Today — and unlikely to be pitched 
from that post in the foreseeable 
future but figures are boring and pub- 
lic perception is a very powerful thing 
and if you say something long and 
hard enough it can become a reality. 

The fantasy genres are, by their 
nature, seas of the imagination, which 
tide in and out through the percep- 
tions of the fans. If we start to mess 
around with that very personal type of 
perception then fantasy/horror and SF 
will lose its uniqueness. It is one thing 
to espouse the creativity and originali- 
ty within a novel, but; when personali- 
ties are hyped, as in the film and rock 
markets, the literature takes second 


place to a hyperbolic abomination: the - 


personality becomes the Thing and 
those readers outside the genre nod 
wisely and say 'we told you horror was 


all a matter of marketing.’ 

That said, we do need our 
heroes/heroines and people like the 
elusive Stephen King, Clive Barker, 
James Herbert and Anne Rice are suf- 
ficiently talented to allow the cult of 
personality. But, as you will note, it is 
their fans and not their publishers 
who ultimately hoist them into the 
limelight: they may have loud voices 
but they also have something worthy 
to say. 

Fortunately, genre literary fans are 
somewhat more discerning than many 
of their gore-film counterparts. You 
can sell them: one, or maybe two, com- 
mercialized bits of gory fluff but, when 
its a concoction of all hype and no 
heart, the audience bases at the lowest 
common popularity denominator, the 
air gets thinner and the bough breaks: 
all of which may leave the more cre- 
atively incompetent writer with a con- 
tinuing deep rooted sense of self-worth 
and an audience who doesnt give a 
toss about the book. Surely that can 
only be bad for the genre and, despite 
the accusations that might follow, I'm 
being realistic rather than posy here. 

The authors who care nothing for 
their craft, and blow raspberries at 
those who don't want to produce dork- 
meat product should think about their 
mortality and the general pathological 
desire of authors, like artists, to leave 
something behind — and I dont mean 
just a dollop of shit. Some authors 
enter the field for love, some for 
money or self-aggrandizement. I know 
whom Га rather read. - 
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Please accept my application and enrol me as As a member I will receive, about every two IVE MS/MS 20 Le sl 

a member of ENCOUNTERS Book Club, and months, a FREE edition of the club’s colour BLOCK LETTERS 
send me the introductory books whose magazine, from each of which I agree to buy at Address эш. EC 
numbers I have printed in the boxes provided. ^ least one book. I understand that the minimum 

If I decide to keep them you will charge me the length of membership is for 6 magazines. If 3 Postcode 

prices shown here, plus a total of £2.25 towards after this time I wish to cancel, I will do so by МЕИ Ыш 

postage and packing. If I am not completely giving one month's notice in writing. All books orie per household. Overseas send for details. 

satisfied, I will return the books within ten are offered for at least 25% less than the 

days, my membership will be cancelled and published prices (plus postage and packing). 

I will owe nothing. I am over 18 years of age. 


Humility and altruism аге 
not the attributes you 
would expect to find ina 
Hollywood scriptwriter. 
Nigel Floyd gives William 
Goldman a vehicle to 
show the world 


otherwise. 
18 May 1991 FEAR 


his is an odd thing 

to say about the 

most successful writer in 

the world, but I don’t think 

King knows how good he is 

yet. There is a hint of 

humility here, some- 

thing the scriptwriter 

William Goldman usually 

reserves for describing his 

own modest contribution to films like Butch 

Cassidy And The Sundance Kid or All The 

President’s Men. More typical is the fierce, 

uncompromising intelligence that informed 

his insider’s view of modern Hollywood, 

Adventures In The Screen Trade. Waspish 

and perceptive, Goldman has the nerve to 

speak what others only dare to think. More 

importantly, Goldman has the arguments to 
back up his bold opinions. 

‘That cutting off the thumb thing that 
King does in the book, he doesn’t need that. 
Fuck it, he’s got these two people sparring 
with each other and you're fascinated. 

‘Somebody once said to me about the play- 
wright Neil Simon, one of the most popular 
writers of modern times in America, who is 
nicknamed Doc by his friends: ‘Doc’s never 
happy unless he has a joke that's just paid off 
or one that's building'. Because he's so skilled 
at it, and he feels, I'm guessing, that it's his 
best weapon, so he has to use it all the time. 

'And in King's books I think it's the same 
thing: he's never really secure unless he's got 
something that's horrific that's just paid off, 
or something that's building. And he doesn't 
need to do that stuff as much as he does, 
because Misery is a very skillful book.’ 


A skillful book indeed, and definitely 
King's best to date; but not on the face of it 
one that would appeal to a man who counts 
The Big Chill and Terms Of Endearment 
among his favourite modern movies. So what 
drew Goldman to the project? "The way I 
accept jobs when I'm offered them is this. 
You know the wonderful Hollywood word 
'coverage'. Well, I never read what other peo- 
ple have said about the book or whatever. I 
have really to like the source material, 
because the particular way that I do a 
screenplay is that I read the novel or whatev- 
er six or seven times, and if don't I like it, I’m 
dead. 


VULGARITY 

‘But I thought Misery was a terrific book, and 
I think Annie Wilkes is a fabulous character. 
I love the fact that she hates vulgarity and 
doesn't swear, but under pressure she says, 
“Tm gonna kill you, you lying cocksucker’ — 
that’s a great Stephen King line.’ 

Even so, Goldman's admiration for King's 
book did not prevent him from excising whole 
passages and radically altering the tone of 
the piece. Working closely with Rob Reiner 
(at that time only the producer of the pro- 
ject), he sought to elicit more sympathy for 
Annie Wilkes, to introduce a greater psycho- 
logical complexity into a character portrayed 
in the novel as simply unhinged, a monstrosi- 
ty. 

"The feeling Rob and I had was that we 
could have made Annie a monster, and 
Kathy's one of the best actresses around, so 
she could have played it. But I think that if 
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Hacked-off hack James Caan 
ponders the perils of fandom 
while number one fan Kathy 
Bates prepares to administer 
a little constructive criticism 


that had been the case, ultimately the audi- 
ence wouldnt have given a shit. In the book 
you know on page one that she’s a monster 
and all that. So we kept delaying until the 
audience realized that she really was not 
someone you wanted to go on holiday with. 
And the nerviness was, at that stage, would 
the audience get bored? And Rob’s feeling 
was – the later we can leave it the better; 
because once you know she’s crazy, it’s a dif- 
ferent game.’ 

The film’s greatest achievement, however, 
ie that it gives the audience an insight into 
Annie’s dangerously skewed thought pat- 
terns. From Annie’s point of view, her 
motives and actions are consistent and logi- 
cal; so complete is her derangement that she 
has created an entire mental world within 
which everything makes perfect sense, if only 
to her. Goldman is again loath to take sole 
credit for developing this crucial element. 
"That's something Rob and I worked really 
hard on. Why does she flip here? Why does 
she flip there? Why at that particular 
moment? Apparently, when Rob and Kathy 
were working, and I’m quoting him, they 
would say: 'Annie has this fantasy, and 
whenever anything tries to crush this fanta- 
Sy, she flares’.’ 

'So even in the major horrific scene, the 
hobbling scene, Annie has an amazingly logi- 
cal speech, which is taken straight from the 


book: 'Paul do you know what they did in the 
Kimberley diamond mines? It's called hob- 
bling’. And it makes perfect sense, given her 
mind set. 


NEAT LINES 


"There's a line in the book, ‘you'll never know 
what it’s like to lose someone like you, if 
you're someone like me’. So all Annie's think- 
ing about is, how can she keep him. And I 
think her take on that scene is, ‘If he'd just 
get to know me better, maybe he'd see that 
we were made for each other’. 


pains to stress the collaborative nature of 
film making, something which leads him on 
occasions to belittle his own talent. Not that 
there is any hint of fake humility, quite the 
contrary. Goldman is simply determined that 


everyone's contributions be acknowledged. 


Tm very hard on directors because, since 


the fucking French gave us the auteur theo- 
ry, they get so outrageously over-attributed. 
The fact is, though, that everybody has ideas. 


There are decisions you have to make and 


then you just keep your fingers crossed, 
because maybe it's going to work and maybe 


it's just gonna lay there gasping for air and 


So complete is her derangement 
that she has created an entire 
mental world within which 
everything makes perfect sense, if 


only to her’ 


"Iheres a great line, I think, of John 
Updike’s, and Ill probably misquote him, but 
the thought is wonderful. He said: ‘Hitler 
could have made a case for himself if you'd 
listened to him long enough’. And I think in 
the case of Annie, if she was sitting here now, 
she would say, ‘Well yes, I did do that, and it 
probably hurt him for a while with the 
ankles and stuff, but it was necessary, it was 
best for him. Because in her own mind she 
can justify all that shit.’ 

Throughout our discussion, Goldman is at 


dying. 

‘For example, in the fight, Jimmy hits 
Kathy with a door-stop in the shape of a pig. 
And it’s a nice moment, because of the pig 
called Misery etc. So Rob said, ‘I need a door- 
stop, and he’s gotta hit her with it, so I want 
something heavy’. And the prop man said, 
‘What if I shape it like a pig’? And Rob said, 
‘Go great’. Now if anybody picks that up, the 
obvious attribution is Rob, or secondarily to 


me — they’re never gonna guess the prop man 
did it.’ 
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BUILD MUSCLES 


YOU CAN BUILD 

A FANTASTIC POWER 
PACKED BODY IN ONLY 
12 WEEKS! 


NEW! Fastest and best way to build 
muscles and strength without weights — 
EVER! SCIENTIFICALLY PROVEN. 
Just 20 minutes daily in the privacy of your 
home will develop an amazing physique. 


MUSCLE DYNAMICS is a new bodybuilding system based on 

principles developed after years of exhaustive research. It is a total 

exercise programme involving the very latest scientific 

breakthroughs in the field of muscular development. It is the fastest, 
most effective way to build muscles in existance. 


NOTICEABLE RESULTS IN 28 DAYS GUARANTEED 
Send for exciting FREE information pack today 


MUSCLE DYNAMICS ( SR, ), PO ВОХ 40, GATESHEAD МЕЗ 1PD 


NEW! Scientists have isolated and synthesized a natural female 
attractant - PHEROMONE, Controlled experiments show it attracts 
women and have been widely reported in the press: 

@ ‘Minute quantities were sprayed on a chair in a dentists waiting 
room. Women patients went straight for the chair.’ - The Sunday 
Times. 

€ 'Pheromone secretions not only attract women, but repel other 
males.' - World Medicine. (Journal for GPs) 

€ 'A male sex pheromone which has a scent that attracts 
females' - Time (Vol. 115. No.2) 

€ Pheromenes are known to influence human behaviour in a 
subtle way. They are thought to prime women to be more 
sexually receptive and help to make their menstrual cycle 
regular. - Daily Telegraph, 7.12.90. 

€ 'And now the Pheromone has been marketed, we've tested it — 
and good grief, it works' - Knave. 

€ ‘The stuff attracts women like you would not believe.’ 

- Colorado Telegraph. 

€ Lowell Ponte, a former consultant on exotic weapons and a 
Readers Digest science writer, said in an interview that 'use 
of the recently discovered chemical Pheromone should be 


banned - congress should pass a law making it a crime to use this chemical to 


influence voters by making politicians appear more lovable' - San Fransisco 
Chronicle. 


€ ‘It’s something women don't consciously smell, it works in the olfactory nerves. 


The woman finds the man attractive but she doesn't know why.’ – Lifestyle. 


SUCCESSFULLY TESTED ON BBC TV's TOMORROWS WORLD 
CONTACT 18 is a Pheromone fragrance for men. User reports confirm success: 


© ‘It really does seem to work! The most dramatic instances have occurred when | 


THE STREETWISE 
WAY TO WEALTH 


A SELF-MADE MILLIONAIRE REVEALS HIS SECRETS 


Although millionaires may be earning 10 
or even 100 times more money than you, 
they are not 10 or 100 times smarter than 
you. They just know the money secret. 


Let me tell you my story. Five years ago 
| was broke, living in a cramped rented flat 
and driving a rusty old Ford Escort. My 
clerk’s salary was not enough to survive 
on and | was sliding into debt. | felt like a 
total failure. 


Things are very different today. | now own 
a six bedroom luxury «house. | drive a 
Porsche 911 Cabriolet (I also have a 
vintage Jaguar) and ! usually take three 
overseas holidays each year — I’ve just 
recently returned from a superb 2 weeks 
in Japan. 


So how come my drastic change in 
fortune? Well, five years ago | was lucky 
enough to meet and become close friends 
with a forty two year old self made multi 
millionaire. He taught me that it’s not how 
hard you work that counts (many people 
work hard all their lives yet have nothing 
to show for it). What matters is the goals 
you set yourself, your courage and 
determination to achieve them, and that 
you work to a definite and proven plan. 


He shared with me his most closely 
guarded business secrets and taught me 
a complete and proven step-by-step plan 
for making big money. By following his 
advice | became a millionaire within three 
years. | am now my own boss and no 
longer worry about money. | work less than 
half as many hours now than | did when 
| was an employee yet | earn more in one 
day than | used to in a month. 


Some time ago a friend of mine who had 
recently lost his job, aware of my success, 
asked me how he could do as | had. | 
began to outline the system to show how 
he could do exactly the same as me. The 
results were amazing. Despite his having 
no previous business experience he made 
£5,160 during his first month after following 
my advice and nearly double that the 
following month. It was at this point | 
decided to write a complete step-by-step 
blueprint that would enable anyone, 
regardless of their age, sex or education, 
to earn an exceptional income providing 
they are of at least average intelligence 
and prepared to learn new ideas. 


Let's get one thing straight. This pro- 
gramme is perfectly legal and respectable. 
If it wasn't, believe me, | wouldn't be 
involved in it. 


You don't have to quit your job to start. 
Obviously you will want to test it first. | will 
show you how to get started in your spare 
time at home. Don't think for one minute 
that you can't do it — l'Il prove you can. 
The information contained in my 
programme is worth many thousands of 
pounds and if acted upon will make you 
financially secure for the rest of your life. 


GUARANTEE 


This is not some phoney "'get rich quick” 
scheme of the type commonly available. 
The information and secrets | will teach 
you are exactly those that 1 myself have 
used every day over the last few years to 
make well over a million pounds. I will tell 
you exactly what to do, how to do it, I'll 


make it all available to you for just £20. 
You will be overjoyed with what youreceive. 
In fact I'm so confident you will be pleased 
that | offer a full money back guarantee. 


If you don't think the material | send you 
is the best investment you've ever made 
and worth at least one hundred times what 
you paid for it, simply return everything in 
good condition within 30 days and | will 
immediately send you a full refund along 
with my congratulations for having at least 
given it a try. There will be no questions 
asked, no delays, just a cheerful and 
prompt refund! | don't want one penny of 
your money if you're not going to benefit 
from my programme. 


When you order my material | will also 
send you- FREE OF CHARGE- 'How to 
develop a millionaire mentality in which 
| reveal how to actually think like a 
millionaire. I'll show you how to acquire the 
strength, willpower and energy that will be 
so important, not only to your future 
financial success, but also to your enjoying 
amore fulfilling lifestyle. It will totally alter 
your attitude to life and will perhaps be the 
most powerful book you’ve ever read. 
Worth more than £20 by itself. It’s yours 
to keep, even if you decide to return my 
programme. 


You may ask why I'm willing to reveal to 
you all my insider secrets. Well, simply 
because your success is in no way any 
threat to my success and of course all 
those who order my material will be 
helping to increase my own wealth. But 
then why should you care if | make a profit 
so long as | show you how to achieve 
financial freedom? And | promise | will. | 
will do everything in my power to make you 
succeed. You can even call on me for 
personal guidance and answers to your 
individual questions. You may contact me 
as often as you wish and | will make no 
additional charge for this valuable service. 


What you do now is up to you. | offer a full 
money back guarantee so if I'm wrong all 
you've wasted is a few minutes and a 
postage stamp. But what if I’m right? 


A month from now you can be nothing | 
more than 30 days older — or you can be 
on your way to a better life. You decide. 


SWORN STATEMENT: 

"On the basis of my professional 
relationship with Mr Scott over the 
past five years | can certify that all the 
above statements are true and factual 
and that Mr. Scott has a net worth in 
excess of one million pounds." 

M. Thomas - Accountant 


Below are extracts from just two of the 
many letters that | have received from 
people who have ordered my 
programme. 


"Although I'm just 21 years old, in the 
past 9 months I’ve made over £23,000, 
but | was just getting started, | now 
expect to make that much again in the 
next 12 weeks! "' 


C.L., Bromley, Kent 


“Гуе earnt £80,000 in my first year of 
following your advice”’ 
J.B., London 


(Copies of letters shown, and many 


wearing it at discos. Girls just drift towards me and start flirting. D.T. Cardiff. оило аата 


€ ‘| knew CONTACT 18 wasn't a gimmick when опе of the girls at work... quite 
out of character, started to seduce me when we were alone in the office.’ S.D. 
Nottingham, 
SR, PH NATURAL RESEARCH, PO BOX 414, St. HELIER, JE4 8NZ 
SS =s MONEY BACK GUARANTEE — — — SH 
SR, PH NATURAL RESEARCH, PO BOX 414, St. HELIER, JE4 8NZ 


supply you with actual names and 
addresses of useful contacts and | will 


SR, JOHN SCOTT, PO BOX 97, DOUGLAS, ISLE OF MAN, BRITISH ISLES 


—— NO RISK FREE TRIAL === 
SR, JOHN SCOTT, PO BOX 97, DOUGLAS, ISLE OF MAN, BRITISH ISLES 


John, | enclose £20 only on the condition that if for any reason | decide to return your paaria you agree 
to refund my money immediately. | understand you will also be sending me ‘HOW TO DEVELOP A 
MILLIONAIRE MENTALITY ' FREE OF CHARGE and which is mine to keep whether І return your material 
or not. On that basis, here is my £20 cheque/PO./Money order. (foreign orders add £3). 


| Please send .... bottle/s of CONTACT 18. Price £12.95 each/2 bottles only £19.95 inc. p&p. (overseas add £2) | 
1 understand that if I'm not 100% delighted | may return CONTACT 18 for a full refund - NO QUESTIONS ASKED! | 


On that basis | enclose £.............. cheque/PO | Мата Е orso фолик н ана ааа visum a mA et yqa TORRE Va aha 
AUG(GSS: soc dies doe taper оа proteins Maino gs MM od erate ndr ad siepe MAE 
| ЖОЛУ d odo o kaway BEEN NURSE: Vo) US V ы beo sp ыы | 
| ККЕ y Wy ama pars Moto d e o cceli PE ce sui e РҮҮЧҮ А Postcode: o ks deta tons 
| PREG SS ceo aset obla нба бакай Eb Ls Cre e дай aedi. or aX Pr OUI ERN | ACCESS/VISA cardhotters'may order by phoning 0624.843813 (24 hours) 
Please allow 14-21 days for delivery. All orders despatched under plain cover. 
| cass 1a dedito us ene ere Н РИНЕ Ров(софе): iom ena жуукка | id у: livery. р pi EE 


Office address: Suite 6, Glen Sloughi House, Glen Maye, Isle of Man. (But please send all mail to the 


l Although we usually despatch much sooner, please allow 21 days for delivery. All orders sent under plain cover. J address shewa above Which tea ROSE PO Bo in avait Boe Oe). 


FANNING THE . 
FLAMES OF 
PSYCHOSIS 


Is the rumour true? Has someone 
actually made a decent film 


version of a Stephen King 
novel? Mark Salisbury 
talks to Rob Reiner 
and puts us out 
of our misery. 


| m not particularly interested 
in horror films. I’m more 
E ДЇ interested in character, so I 
Seay just used the elements of ter- 
EE ror that were absolutely nec- 
f essary. I’m definitely not 
ИЩ interested in shocking an 
B audience with violence.’ 
Rob Reiner may initially 
” appear an incongruous choice as 
the еба of Misery, Stephen King’s grisly 
tale of a best- selling romantic novelist 
injured in a car crash and held captive by a 
psychologically obsessed fan, but his creden- 
tials are impeccable. The film maker, more 
readily associated with romantic comedies 
than horror, responsible for When Harry Met 
Sally, This Is Spinal Tap and The Princess 
Bride, holds the distinction of being at the 
helm of what is arguably the finest of all 
King adaptations, Stand By Me. Coming 
after such innocuous King related fodder as 
Silver Bullet, Cat's Eye and Firestarter, the 
.film displayed a refreshing depth of charac- 
terization and thematic sensitivity that had 
hitherto deceived adapters of King's work. It 
was as if Reiner's sensitivity had clicked with 
King's unique story-telling sensibilities in a 
way which no other film makers had, except 
perhaps De Palma with Carrie. 

‘Stephen King is a wonderful writer and 


Rob Reiner prepared himself 
for Misery by sitting 
through the entire Hitchcock 
cannon 


many times his work is overshadowed by 
these much more seemingly commercial ele- 
ments. Most of the other films that have been 
made from his books have tended to throw 
away the character and focus on the horror, 
the blood and guts and the gore — which is a 
mistake. He not only creates great characters 
and wonderful dialogue, but he also has a 
sense of humour that is never really reflected 
in the films. 

"When I made Stand By Me, I didn't really 
think of it in terms of a Stephen King book 
because I had never read anything by him, so 
I wasnt familiar with his work. I knew they 
were horror books but I didn't know the kind 
of thing he wrote. To me, Stand By Me was a 
very simple short story, a character study. So 
I didn’t have any feelings of, Am I going to be 
able to make a successful Stephen King film? 

"The same thing applied to Misery because 
I wasnt trying to make something gory or 
horrific. I just figured I’m making a film 
about a writer, Paul Sheldon, who has 
become successful and is trapped by his own 
success, and who encounters this psychotic 
fan, Annie Wilkes. It was a cat and mouse, 


psychological chess match between these two 


people. That was what I was interested in, 
rather than making a horror film.’ 


ARTISTIC PLIGHT 


Given that so many of his books had been 
loused up when reworked for the screen, 
King, somewhat understandably, had reser- 
vations about selling the rights of Misery to 
Hollywood. ‘We didn’t know that he was 
reluctant to sell it to the studios,’ recalls 
Reiner, ‘he had apparently been approached 
before and decided he wasn’t going to allow 
them to make it because he wasn't happy 
with how they had handled his books in the 
past.’ It was the director's sensitive treat- 
ment of Stand By Me that convinced King to 
sell the rights to Reiner's production compa- 
ny, Castle Rock, but only under the proviso 
that Reiner was to either direct or produce. 
Originally down as just producer, Reiner was 
lured into directing after reading Oscar-win- 
ning screen writer William Goldman's script 
which found its focus in Sheldon's artistic 
plight rather than his physical predicament. 
'It was the combination of the script and 
thinking about the book more and more, 
Reiner elaborates on his reasons for assum- 
ing the director's chores. ‘I started to connect 
with what Paul Sheldon was going through – 
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which is the only way I know to make a film, 
if I can connect to the main character in some 
way, either in some experience that I’ve gone 
through or feeling that I’ve had. That’s what 
happened here, I started to really identify 
with Paul Sheldon’s situation.’ 

Reiner's identification stems back to his 
decision to quit his part in a US sitcom after 
nine years, to try his hand at directing. 
Encountering resistance every step of the 
way, he-discovered people had a problem in 
accepting his change of tack and seeing him 
out of the role he had played for almost a 
decade. 


‘Stephen King 
not only creates 
great characters 
and wonderful 
dialogue, but he 
also has a sense 
of humour that is 
never really 
reflected in the 
films’ 


‘It's what artists go through in order to 
grow and change and break away from some- 
thing that's made them successful; the fear 
that they have, that their audience is going 
to disappear or get very angry and abandon 
them; and everybody who has been successful 
has gone through that. Annie Wilkes personi- 
fies those people who want to keep you doing 
what they have come to expect and like.’ 

Although Goldman's script has remained 
essentially faithful to King’s novel, there 
have been a number of major changes reflect- 
ing Reiner's insistence that Sheldon should 
grow from his experience. Whereas the book’s 
Sheldon ultimately accepts his imprison- 
ment, going on to publish the Misery novel 
that he wrote under duress and faked the 
burning of, Reiner has his Sheldon assume 
the role of an active as opposed to passive 
victim. ‘We've basically switched the charac- 
ter 180 degrees. In the film he really burns 
the book and goes on to write stuff that is a 
bit more meaningful to him.’ 


EVIL ZEAL 


It is well documented that the inspiration for 
Misery came from an incident in which a 
young man, who later identified himself as 
Mark Chapman (and who subsequently went 
on to murder John Lennon), approached 
King and asked to take his photograph, refer- 
ring to himself as his number one fan. Has 
anything of comparable significance hap- 
pened to Reiner? ‘Nothing that terrible, but I 
have had brushes with certain types of fans 
who are more zealous than you would like 
them to be.’ Such as? ‘Well when I was doing 
television I used to get a series of letters from 
this one woman who had fantasies about me 
— God knows why — and they were sexual; 
and you get scared because you don't know if 
anybody is going to act on them or do some- 
thing. You read about all this stuff: the 
tragedy of John Lennon; David Letterman 
had a woman who kept bothering him and 
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breaking into his house. It does happen — 
it's definitely out there.’ ` 

For a director more at ease with the ways 
of comedy, Reiner admits to having to view 
‘all of Hitchcock’s films, Fatal Attraction, 
Whatever Happened To Baby Jane?, The 
Collector, Les Diaboliques and just about 
every thriller that you can possibly imagine,’ 
in preparation for directing Misery. His stu- 
dious attention to detail has paid handsome 
dividends. Misery is chillingly effective in its 
evocation of claustrophobia even if Reiner 
resorts too often to the clichéd conventions of 
fright film techniques. 

Tm not really versed in these kinds of 
films, and I really had to study them and see 
what worked. There is a certain kind of film 
grammar involved, and I found that the low, 
wide, angles really do make things much 
more terrifying. But then there’s a lot of 
humour in this as well, more than in most 
standard thrillers.’ 

Reiner confesses to being no great fan of 
horror. The films that I admire, that you 
might put in that category, I don’t consider 
horror. The Exorcist, Psycho. Do you consider 
Fatal Attraction a horror film? I don't. This is 
really what Misery is, a suspense thriller. I 
don’t think there’s any hardcore horror film 
that I go, ‘I like that’. When I was a little kid 
I used to like to see Dracula.’ 

Does he feel uncomfortable with the level 
of violence in the horror films? ‘It’s not that 
I'm uncomfortable, it’s not interesting to me. 
We used the violence very sparingly in this 
film and it's always connected to something 
that’s driven by character, it's not gratu- 
itous.' 


Reiner's first attempt at a 
Stephen King adaptation was 
the well received Stand By Me 


A SLEDGEHAMMER BLOW 
FOR SUBTLETY 


In King's novel the most extreme manifesta- 
tion of Annie's obsession comes when she 
cuts off one of Paul's feet with an axe, then 
cauterizes it with a blow torch. For the film, 
Reiner has Annie break both ankles with a 
sledgehammer instead. The result is a sick- 
ening sequence of shocking intensity. Т 
wasnt interested in showing bone. You see 
the twist and we're off it after a split second, 
it’s not like the camera’s in close and жете 
lingering. Graphic to me would have been 
bone snapping out of a leg and blood spurt- 
ing. It does become very terrifying and horrif- 
ic, not so much from the graphicness but 
because it’s happening to someone that we 
care about, that we've made an investment in 
— а real person. He's not a cartoon like 
someone youd find in Die Hard or Total 
Recall that's getting hurt.' 

Though Reiner has been quoted as saying 
he enjoyed the experience of making an audi- 
ence scream, he harbours no intentions of 
remaining in the thriller genre. ‘I found 
myself to have a bit of the sadist in me,’ he 
chuckles. ‘I think everybody does, not that I 
want to go and make a whole bunch of these 
films, though it’s fun seeing an audience 
jump like that, and I can see what Hitchcock 
got out of it. It’s almost as much fun as mak- 
ing them laugh.’ 
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John Gilbert irons out a 
few facts about the 
nature of evil and the 
intricacies of sword play 

with a master of 
contemporary screen 
villainy, Michael Ironside. 
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est known for his brutal 
villainy in films such as 


Watchers, Total Recall 
and now Highlander 2 
Michael Ironside 


describes himself as ‘a 
bit of a dove in real life’. 
But his reasons for play- 
ing General Katana, 
Conner McCleod’s deadly 
rival in The Quickening, are entrenched in 
his childhood interests. ‘Katana is a fully 
realized character. He’s royalty, educated, 
intelligent and sometimes brutal. And, he 
can make people laugh or scare the shit out 
of you. 

1 played Robin Hood and Zorro in the 
school yard and have been a sword fighting 
fan for years. I’m five foot ten and three 
quarters bald so what else could I do when 
they offered to give me long hair and five 
inch elevations.’ 

He has, on occasion, played heroic roles, 
such as a freedom fighter in the television 
series V, and admits that they are often more 
difficult to play than the villains, though not 
as much fun. ‘Heroic roles are more difficult 
because you have less to do. You're on cam- 
era most of the time and you usually have 
the least amount to do: the hero thinking, the 
hero plotting, the hero waiting, the hero 
falling in love. I get to come in and bounce 
balls off them. Villainous characters are usu- 
ally more active. They're usually created out 
of less colours. If there is a spectrum of emo- 
tion in film, the heroes usually have most of 
the warmer colours while the villains usually 
have two or three. 

‘It’s my responsibility to make the villains 
real. I’m trained as a method actor and I try 
to find all the behaviour of my character out 
of an emotional base. In almost every bad 
guy the emotional base is fear, anger and 
resentment and their behaviour results out 
of trying to cover that fear.’ 

Michaels technique for playing villains 
also ensures that the characters never have a 
good time or ultimately benefit from their 
bad deeds. ‘I have a responsibility when play- 


26 May 1991 FEAR 


ing a villain. I don’t want people going along 
to the theatre to watch someone being 
butchered on screen and then fix their life by 
it. I don't believe in war, murder or guns. I 
don’t believe in that saying ‘An eye for an 
eye, a tooth for a tooth’, but there is some 
truth in the prophecy that ‘whoever lives by 
the sword will die by the sword’. 


PLAYING TO THE GALLERY 

Having said that, Michael thinks that, once 
he has taken a role, it is the director's 
responsibility to set the levels of action аһа 
violence. “Му job is to make the person real, 
not to question how he fits into the storyline. 
In Total Recall, I trusted Paul’s [Verhoeven] 
version of violence as he'd seen real violence 


during the war. At one point during the film- 
ing he said to me that he wanted it to be, ‘a 
primitive film for a primitive audience’. At 
first I was shocked but then I realized that 
he meant he wanted it to be like a car race or 
a roller-coaster when it goes too fast.’ 
Although he doesn't want to appeal to the 
baser human attributes with his character, 
or glorify violence, Michael is keen to put 
over the nature of evil and, perhaps, play a 
real life tyrant. Tm one of those people who 
believe in evil as a collective human thing. 
When people fluff off their responsibilities 
and don't handle their commitments you get 
people like Eichmann. I would probably like 
to play Eichmann and I've always wanted to 
play Vlad the Impaler. He was employed to 
look after the church, but he looked after it 


“Рт five foot ten and three quarters 
bald so what else could I do when 
they offered to give me long hair and 
five inch elevations’ 


too well and ended up as a despotic figure. 
He saw himself as being at God’s right hand, 
and that amount of power is enough to cor- 
rupt someone's тіпа.’ 

Michael considers each role offer very care- 
fully and is always determined to have fun 
with his characters, but he freely admits that 
on occasions he has made the wrong decision 
to work on a movie. The mawkish film adap- 


tation of Dean R Koontz's Watchers, in which 
he plays a special agent sent to track down 
the Oxcom monster and an intelligent 
labrador, was just such an occasion. 'It start- 
ed as a well-realized script but had three or 
four sets of producers who wouldn't let the 
director direct. In the end, decisions were 
being made day to day by committee. 

‘I was there to be the experienced actor, to 


ож 


Sean Connery (above). 
Michael Ironside (far left and 
below). Christopher Lambert 
and Ironside (main picture) 
test each other's mettle 


be the anchor for the cast — Corey Haim was 
a young actor. As it turned out, I felt like a 
total whore as Га made this film largely for 
financial considerations. It depressed me for 
a while.’ 


GUTTER PRESS 

There have also been a few problems with 
Highlander 2, though nothing like the termi- 
nal disasters that have been detailed by the 
trashy end of the newspaper market. “There 
was an expensive reshoot, but that happened 
when the negative of a crane shot to a close- 
up of Sean Connery was scratched. That was 
very, very, expensive. But the others, you 
couldn't call them reshoots because they were 
never picked up in the first place. 
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‘The film went over budget and over time, 
and was picked up by a bonding company. 
Some of the interiors hadn't been shot so 
they paid for them to be done in California 
[rather than on location in Argentina] and on 
one occasion we had to go down and shoot on 


‘Warners said 
that cripple films 
and convict films 
wouldn’t make 
money, and I had 
both... they tried 
to buy up all the 
cripple films, but 
I wouldn't sell’ 


a beach.’ 

Behind the camera, and away from the 
hectic day on day shooting schedules, 
Michael is a screen writer and producer. His 
first, film, Chain Dance is complete and 
already has a European marketing deal 
through The Movie House group which will 
put it on British screens in August. ‘I was 
actually a writer and took acting lessons to 
help with the writing. I had a bunch of films 
sitting on shelves, but Chain Dance was the 
most difficult to get produced. It’s about con- 
victs who are used in a daycare programme 
for palsy patients. Warners said that cripple 


films and convict films wouldnt make 
money, and I had both. Then Rainman was 
about to come out and they tried to buy up all 
the cripple films, but I wouldn't sell. 

‘So, I took it back to Canada, formed a pro- 
duction company with my partner Richard 
Rais and made it for 2.3 million Canadian 
dollars. Brad Dourif plays the cerebral palsy 
patient and I play the convict. Alan Goldstein 
directed it. I first received the story as a one 
hour TV script by a first-time writer called 
Alan Ailwood, in 1983. I bought it from him 
and turned it into a feature.' 

Chain Dance contains no villain, but 


High jinx and stone love: 
General Katana (Ironside) 
rocks the socks off a statue 


Michael is keen to continue his fight against 
good in front of the cameras, even to the 
extent of returning as General Katana in 
Highlander 3 — which is being code-named 
The Magician while industry whispers sug- 
gest that it could take place on the 
Highlander's home planet. "They have asked 
me to do it and I would like to. I really did 
enjoy this film. It had women in it, it had 
sword fights... what more could you ask for.’ 


EH ( . - (— PP HH 


only movies whose characters lay 

claim to immortality. The quest for 
cinematic long life has been sought 
through a variety of devices by vam- 
pires, mummies, golems, ghouls and 
goddess-queens. Long life is the key 
here, immortality is а term more prop- 
erly applied to divine, incorruptible 
beings without beginning or end - not 
the wretches who typically end up being 
sentenced to living death until they cop 
the business end of a large stake, silver 
bullet, garlic butter overdose etc. 

Most, have had their version of 
immortality thrust upon them as a for- 
tunate happenstance, though some have 
treated long-ife as a disease. Dracula, 
like so many of his villainous counter- 
parts, is a failed immortal but has lived 
longer than most. The first major offi- 
cial movie version of Bram Stoker's 
book was made for Universal by Tod 
Browning in 1931. It starred Bela Lugosi 
who tried to re-energize his success 
with spurious, largely comedic, sequels. 
It was not until 1958, and the birthing 
years of Hammer that Christopher Lee 
became a contender for the crown of 
asinine, posy Lugosi — Otto Kruger's 
appearance in the 1938 Dracula’s 
Daughter, from a Stoker short story is 
eminently forgettable — in a film direct- 
ed by Terrence Fisher and co-starring 
Peter Cushing. Lee filled the role again 
in Dracula Prince Of Darkness (1965), 
Dracula Has Risen From The Grave 
(1968), and Dracula AD 1972. 

It was Hammer who brought Rider H 
Haggard's She, in 1965, though it never 
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H ighlander and its sequel are not the 


Boldly skirting the 
philosophical niceties of 
what precisely counts as 
immortality, John Gilbert 
wades into movie history 
and takes a gander at a 
bunch of misfits who are 
long past their sell-by 
date. 


quite lived up to the Irvin Pichel ver- 
sion done for RKO Pictures in 1935. The 
Hammer movie starred Peter Cushing 
and Andre Morrell as scientists who dis- 
cover the immortal Isha, She Who Must 
Be Obeyed (Ursula Andress). John 
Richardson plays the young adventurer 
whom She believes is the reincarnation 
of an ancient love. The finale sees Isha 
re-entering the flames of immortality to 
become mortal but dying from old age. 
Alchemy is yet another means of 
achieving immortality and although 
film makers such as Dario Argento have 
played with the theme — most notably 
in Inferno — very few genre directors 
have dipped their wick. Inferno, made 
in Italy during 1980 describes the tor- 
ment of a young girl who learns that her 
New York apartment is also home to one 
of the Three Mothers, ancient witches 


who control the awesome powers of 
nature. The end of the movie reveals the 
immortal architect as one of the apart- 
ment block’s other guests, and earlier 
takes the viewer on a quick tour of an 
alchemist’s workshop. 

The sometimes blasphemous antics of 
alchemists aside, the church has often 
used immortals to guard their most 
sacred sites. Most notable in this, and no 
other, respect is The Sentinel. Written 
and directed by Michael Winner in 1976, 
it tells the story of yet another young 
girl who moves into an apartment block 
only to discover that it is the gateway to 
Hell. She has been appointed as its 
guardian and, by the end of the film, 
will be blind and immortal - a worse 
fate I could not imagine. Religion also 
plays a part in the latest Indiana Jones 
movie, The Last Crusade in which 
Harrison Ford discovers an immortal 
Knights Templar and the Holy Grail, 
and beats the Nazis again to boot. 

At the other end of the scale, in the 
brain dead category, zombies, ghouls 
and mummies have all been ‘granted’ 
immortality. Each has a quest or a mis- 
sion to fulfill be it to serve a voodoo 
priest, find and devour human flesh to 
sustain immortal life, and go in search 
of riches, or love, lost. The cast list is too 
long to give individual mentions but suf- 
fice to say that all of these creatures 
acknowledge the mortality of humanity 
in that they either suffer during their 
immortal stint or die agonized and 
alone. In that respect, at least, that 
makes Highlander’s Conner McCleod 
unique. 


MI 
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The Devil is alive and well 
and living in the USA. 
Armaggedon is imminent 
according to Uncle Sam’s 
fundamentalist whacko 
contingent. Well, if its the 
Antichrist they’re after, 
they need look no further 
than Steve Biodrowski's 
report on the making of 
Omen IV. 


nd there shall be no 

more sorrow, nor death 

С Por crying, nor shall 

there be any more 

pain... for the former 

things have passed 

away, and behold; I 

come quickly to make 

_ » all things new, and 

ya < blessed are those who 
keep the sayings of the book.’ 

With that quote from the Book of 

Revelations, The Final Conflict seemed to 

spell out, literally, the end of the Omen 
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series; but now, ten years later, producer 
Harvey Bernhard is bringing us yet another 
apocalyptic tale. 

Based on Bernhard’s own idea, the script 
was written by Brian Taggert. Filming took 
place in Canada earlier this year, under the 
direction of Jorge Matisse (after original 
director Dominique Othernin-Girard was dis- 
missed due to ‘heavy creative differences’, 
according to Bernhard). Chuck Campbell 
supervised the special effects, and the score 
was composed by Jonathan Schaffer, a pro- 
tégé of Jerry Goldsmith, whose haunting 


themes graced the earlier films. Michael 
Woods and Faye Grant star as a congress- 
man and his wife who, after adopting a mys- 
terious baby girl, find themselves beset by 
the same type of accidents that befell 
Gregory Peck and Lee Remick after adopting 
Damien in The Omen. The ninety-minute 
made-for-television movie will be broadcast 
on the Fox Network in the United States this 
May: a seven-minutes longer theatrical ver- 
sion will be released in Europe. 

Within the context of the 1970s it is easy 
to see why the original film was such a suc- 


THE OMEN 
Director Richard Donner 
Written by David Seltzer, from his novel. 


amien Thorn entered this world on 
June 6, 1966 and was secretly 
adopted by Robert Thorn, the 
American Ambassador to the Court of St 
James, England whose own flesh and 
blood son apparently died during birth. 
The Ambassador (Gregory Peck) and 


his wife (Lee Remick) are thankful to 
the nuns at the hospital in Rome for 
their kindness and understanding until, 


back in London, a priest (Patrick 
Troughton) accosts him saying that the 
boy is the Devil’s son, the Antichrist 
whose coming was foretold in the Book 
of Revelations. At first the Ambassador 
disbelieves the raving cleric but soon 
begins to suspect that a diabolic con- 
spiracy centres around his son when 


first the nanny and then the priest die. 
Joined by a Fleet Street photographer 
whose pictures foretell the death of vic- 
tims, Ambassador Thorn discovers that 
the dead priest was present at his son’s 
birth and that the mother was a jackal. 
The photographer dies, his head shorn 
off by a falling sheet of glass, but Thorn 
finds another friend in the form of 
archeologist Carl Bugenhagen (Leo 
McKern) who hands him the seven holy 
daggers of Meggido. But, Thorn must 
get past Damien’s sinister new nanny 
(Billie Whitelaw), who has just disposed 
of his wife, in order to kill the boy. But 
before he can plunge the knives into 
Damien’s body the police arrive and 
shots ring out to a black screen. The 
final cemetery shot confirms that 
Damien lives and is already preparing 
to return. 
John Gilbert 


cess. It had the respectability of a big name 
star and the production values of a major 
studio, and The Exorcist had recently estab- 
lished a broad, mainstream audience for hor- 
ror. More importantly, with the Cold War 
and the arms race in full swing, the end of 
the world did not seem a very far-fetched 
idea. In the 1990s with the fall of the Berlin 
Wall and the thaw in East-West relations, 
one might have thought that the fear of 
Armageddon would be a little less immedi- 
ate. But according to Bernhard, 'It's time to 
go back. The world situation, and all the 
Bible thumpers talking Armageddon, indi- 
cates were right in the heart of it. It's timely. 
The Antichrist is here.’ 

Fans of the Omen trilogy may remember 
that it had been intended as a tetralogy until 
Damien: The Omen II failed at the box office, 
but a new story? ‘This is a new tack. This is 
not about Damien Thorn. This is all brand 
new: maybe the Devil’s a litile girl.’ 


SUBTLE REVELATIONS 
Although the true identify of the Antichrist is 
being kept a secret, Taggert admits, ‘Harvey 
assured me that the journalist in The Final 
Conflict [who had a one-night stand with 
.Damien] was left in the family way. After a 
not particularly pleasant experience on 
Poltergeist III, I wasn't thrilled about 
sequels. But Harvey had an idea that I 
thought was very interesting. I decided that I 
would do it. 

‘What he said that sparked my interest 
was that he wanted to go back to equipoising 


evil with innocence, which is why I think The 
Omen worked and the subsequent ones did 
not work as well: when you start getting into 
teenagers, theyre evil anyway, so its a 
redundancy. 

‘I have a theory about what made The 
Omen work, and certainly I wanted to 
employ those factors. What Harvey and I 


DAMIEN: OMEN II 
Director Don Taylor 
Written by Stanley Mann, Michael 
Hodges, from a story by Harvey 
Bernhard. 


an archaeological accident shortly 

after discovering Damien’s (now in 
the guise of Jonathan Scott Taylor) true 
parentage, but the boy lives on and, dur- 
ing his teenage years, rapidly fulfills the 
prophecies set down in the Book of 
Revelations and the Apocrypha. Now 
living with his uncle Richard, a senator 
and head of Thorn Industries, Damien is 
sent to military academy with his 
cousin Mark. There, he learns from his 
platoon commander that he is the 
Antichrist and his future is protected by 
a vast international network of unholy 
agents. 

While Damien is away, a power strug- 
gle begins in which the new yuppie 
order in the form of Paul Buwer (Robert 
Foxworth) wants the corporation to 
farm the oceans and help out the poor 


E: Carl Bugenhagen is killed in 


agreed on was that less is more, that you cre- 
ate an aura of normalcy and that's where you 
find the core of your horror. The idea of hor- 
ror in normalcy is what made Omen I work 
and, I hope, makes Omen IV work. We have a 
family that adores their child. We know 
things are going on, but they don't realize 
their child is in any way aberrant.’ 


third world in return for property and 
profits while the old guard, represented 
by William Atherton (Lew Ayres) 
regards the proposition as nothing short 
of enslavement. His spectacular death 
under the the frozen surface of a lake 
after a game of ice hockey is one of the 
high points of this film. 

The most infamous scene in this 
movie occurs when Damien апа his 
friends are taken into hospital after a 
chemical leak during a tour of the 
Thorn industrial complex. A doctor 
there discovers Damien's strange genet- 
ic make-up and is about to confirm his 
theories when he has a messy meeting 
with the whipchord pulley of an eleva- 
tor. Nothing is left to the imagination. 

Richard Thorn eventually believes 
the Antichrist yarn spun for him by 
investigative journalist Joan Hart 
before her fatal run-in with a demonic 
raven and an articulated lorry. He lures 
Damien to the Thorn building for a con- 
frontation, but is stabbed by his own 
wife (Lee Grant) who is now revealed as 
a servant of the Antichrist. 
John Gilbert 
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Making the story work presented several 
challenges. For instance, the first film 
worked, to a large extent, because the audi- 
ence was discovering information along with 
the characters, whereas, in the sequels, the 
audience is ahead of the characters. 
Therefore, Taggert was faced with the prob- 
lem of bringing:the characters up to date 
with information which the audience was 
already aware of. ‘I made my revelations in 
what I thought was a very subtle way, with 
elliptical dialogue. Let’s just say it’s a fresh 
spin on The Miracle of Fatima, that a child 
will be born to a virgin. The question is: Who 
is that child? 


TIGER LOVE 


Another challenge Taggert faced was creat- 
ing a protagonist strong enough to confront 
the forces of evil. Yes, one has to be careful 
about balancing out the protagonist and the 
antagonist. With Omen II and III, no matter 
where you turn, there's an apostate. There's 
too many villains. That really was a mistake. 
Fortunately, I didn't have any problems, 
because I love writing for women, and this is 
an actress-driven piece. With that tigress 
quality of a mother protecting her child, she 
becomes the great advocate of her own child.’ 

Not surprisingly, since he has written two 
variations on the theme, Taggert agrees with 
Bernhard's assessment that the apocalypse is 
a subject of much concern to today's audi- 
ences. ‘I think people are poised by their 
Bibles during these times and wondering if 
this is the end. With this recent battle in the 
Persian Gulf, I think a lot of people were 
wondering if it was not a precursor to 


John Gilbert grabs a bag 
of diapers and sets off 
into film history on the 
trail of cinematic enfant 
terribles. j 


he cinema's first major Devil child 
is seen for only an instant on the 
screen and spends most of his time 
in Mia Farrow's tummy during the 
Roman Polanski adaptation of Ira 
Levin's Rosemary's Baby (1968). A young 
couple (Farrow and John Cassavetes) 
move into a new flat and befriend their 
next door neighbours (Maurice Evans 
and Angela Dorian) who happen to be 
diabolists. Quickly converting the 
Cassavetes to their cause, the covetous 
couple seed Farrow with the devil's 
spawn which, in the ludicrously hammy 
finale, turns out to have claws and a 
tail. 

Less ridiculous, though more sala- 
cious, William Peter Blatty’s The 
Exorcist (1973) effectively continues the 
story, for the first time using a young 
girl (Linda Blair) as the focus of diabolic 
possession. She later reprised her role 
in the John Boorman directed pile of 
crap Exorcist Il: The Heretic (1977), 
though even the strong cast including 
Max von Sydow and Richard Burton 
were not able to rise above the pathetic 
storyline. 

Possession became telekinetic talent 
with Brian De Palma's adaptation of 
Stephen King’s first published novel, 
Carrie. The story, which was adapted 
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‘The idea of horror in normalcy is 
what made Omen I work and, I hope, 


makes Omen IV work’ 


(AKA TINY TERRORS) 


for the screen by Larry Cohen — who 
also wrote the mutant baby trilogy It’s 
Alive, It Lives Again and Island Of The 
Alive — retains the element of blooming 
womanhood, going yet further into 
dodgy territory as young Carrie has a 
period, develops psychic powers and 
uses them to trash her home town. King 
returned to the subject of female psy- 
chies with Firestarter (1984), which tells 
the poignant story of Charlene McGee, a 
little girl with a fiery talent. It was 
released with a measure of success, the 
high point being the appearance of 
George C Scott as an Indian hit man 
sent to dispose of Charlie and her 
father. The film was intended as a star 
vehicle for Drew Barrymore by produc- 
er Dino De Laurentiis but only enforced 
the view that she was a creation of 
Hollywood and a devotee of the scream 
school of acting. 

Brian De Palma used child psychics 


INFAMOUS INFANTS 


yet again in his adaptation of the John 
Farris novel The Fury (1978). Kirk 
Douglas plays the head of a secret gov- 
ernment security agency who discovers 
that a group of terrorists (lead by John 
Cassavetes) is after his son and daugh- 
ter (Andrew Stevens and Amy Irving) 
who have strong psychokinetic powers. 
The finale is stomach churningly shock- 
ing as Steven's twin sister, who is also 
psychic, plasters Cassavetes over her 
bedroom walls. 


DAMNED CHILDREN 

George Pollock's Village Of The Damned 
(1960) takes psychic children elements 
and adds alien superintelligence. Based 
upon John Wyndham's SF novel The 
Midwich | Cuckoos, it follows the 
progress of a group of strange children 
simultaneously born in a small English 
town - makes a change from a small 


American town. They prove to be evil 
intelligences from another planet and 
further their mindless acts of violence 
in the naff sequel, Children Of The 
Damned (1964). David Cronenberg 
builds on the mutant child premise in 
his 1979 Oliver Reed headliner The 
Brood in which Samantha Eggar plays a 
mentally disturbed woman who gives 
fleshy form to rage. The resulting chil- 
dren are dwarf-like monstrosities, 
hideous to behold, quick to anger and 
deadly in response to all forms of adult 
authority. 

Dark religious fervour rather than 
superintelligence or the product of rage 
provides the modus operandi for a simi- 
lar tale in Stephen King’s Children Of 
The Corn (1984). These teenagers kill 
their parents and worship a pagan corn 
god — rather than a corny pagan god — 
with grisly acts of ritual sacrifice. The 
film, directed by Fritz Kiersch, has 
rightly been written off as one of the 
worse King adaptations, with too thin a 
story line for lovers of the subtle and 
too little gore for those at the other end 
of the spectrum. 

Children and ghosts have always been 
a pull for directors and audiences. 
Stephen Spielberg was on safe ground 
when he produced Poltergeist in which 
the late Heather Rourke and her family 
moved into a house which is haunted by 
some spirits who need to be put to rest - 
and weren't until sequel three. On the 
other side of the fence Ghost Story writ- 
er Peter Straub’s novel Julia was filmed 
as Full Circle by Richard Locraine. Mia 
Farrow pops up yet again as a fraught 
mother recovering from the untimely 
death of her young daughter. Soon, 


however, she becomes convinced that 
the girl is trying to contact her from 
beyond the grave and, in a shocking 
finale, gets closer to her daughter than 
she probably would have wished. 


CUTTING OUT THE 
CUTENESS 


For good kids you can’t get much cuter 
than little Andy (Alex Vincent in Child’s 
Play and Child's Play II. Faced with a 
killer doll, which possesses the mis- 
chievous and maniacal voice of Brad 
Dourif, he manages to out-act his plastic 
nemesis while keeping a straight face 
and a check on all those irritating 
stereotypical mannerisms built into 
child characters by 50-year-old direc- 
tors. 

And talking of cute kids, the Monster 
Squad has a whole slew of ‘em pitted, or 
maybe pitied, against a bunch of old 
monsters. This school of film making, as 
envisioned by Fred Decker, was vamped 
up and given street cred by Richard 
Donner when Lost Boys hit the tracks in 
1986. Teen mutant and rabid horror fan, 
Corey Haim, starred in this tale of one 
boy and his vampire, fresh from his role 
in Stephen King’s Silver Bullet and 
about to appear in the Dean R Koontz 
rip off Watchers - which, incidentally, 
Corey hated. 

If all that makes you hanker for some- 
thing a little more classic then, finally, 
try Ray Bradbury’s Something Wicked 
This Way Comes. It even has a happy 
ending and is the only film in this bunch 
that does not endorse the old cliché 
‘never work with pre-pubescent 
mutants.’ 


Opening page, the cute little 
kiddie who started it all off. 
Above right, an older 
Damien chokes off a factory 
as Elizabeth Shepherd 
(above) takes up bird 
watching. Meanwhile (below 
right) a different bunch of 
Children Of The Damned are 
at play 


Armageddon. We didn't time it that way – it 
just worked out coincidentally. I think people 
are beginning to weigh what's going on in the 
world and to look for answers in the Bible.’ 

The original Omen trilogy was in large 
measure responsible for ushering in the 'cre- 
ative deaths approach to horror, which 
reached its apex (or nadir, depending upon 
your point of view) in Friday The 13th. 
According to Bernhard, however, adapting 
this formula to television was not restrictive 
‘because I didn't use blood and gore — you 
never saw any blood [in the previous films]. 
You use things that are different, but they 
are frightening; you don't have to tear people 
apart. I have in this picture some of the most 
exciting deaths you've ever seen in your 
entire life. I have a myriad of deaths, but 
each one is unique. Every seven minutes 
something is going to happen - the audience 
is not going to sit on this picture.' 

Despite Bernhard's disclaimer, all of the 
previous Omen films had to be heavily edited 
before appearing on American television, and 
Part IV, with its missing seven minutes, 
seems no exception. Was writing a script 
which could work on either the big or the 
small screen a particular challenge? 'Not 
really, because I’m not interested in slash- 
splatter,’ says Taggert. ‘What interests me is 
the suspense and letting the mind do the 
work, as Jonathan Demme did in The Silence 
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Of The Lambs.’ 

With The Omen IV completed, and with 
the possibility of future sequels looming on 
the horizon, it is surprising to learn that the 
original was hard to sell in Hollywood. 
Bernhard’s reaction was predictable. ‘So I 
said, ‘If this is bad, I’ve got to get out of the 
business. Then I had a deal at Warner 


THE FINAL CONFLICT: 
OMEN Ill 


Director Graham Baker 
Written by Andrew Birkin. 


he daggers are rediscovered dur- 
ing clearance work of the old Thorn 
building which was burned down 
during the finale of Omen II. Damien is 
now head of his dead  uncle's 
Corporation and intent on pursuing the 
policies first put forward by Buwer. He 
lis appointed as the American 
Ambassador to Great Britain (when the 
present incumbent commits suicide) 
and begins his search for the reborn 
Christ whom he believes will appear out 
of the ‘angel isle’ - England. Не also falls 
in love with beautiful British journalist 
(Lisa Harrow) blooding her son to his 
cause during a fox hunt which becomes, 
for him, a manhunt. 

Damien uses Herod's mass slaughter 
technique to ensure that the baby 
Christ is destroyed. His minions manage 
to kill all but one of the babies born on 
the birth day of the risen Christ, but 
Damien ultimately fails to understand 
the powerful nature of the forces which 
are ranged against him. A group of 

Italian monks (headed by South Pacific 
star Rossano Brazzi) each take a dagger 


Brothers, but they jerked us around because 
they were doing Exorcist II, and they wanted 
to make The Omen for $1m. Then my good 
friend Richard Donner read it on a Friday. 
He had a deal with Alan Ladd to do a picture 
if he could find the right project. He got it to 
Ladd at a party on Saturday, and Monday we 
were in London. It’s the only picture on 


and go on separate missions to destroy 
the Antichrist, giving the film makers 
and Damien an excuse to butcher a 
whole religious order. Each of the 
monks meet gruesome deaths before 
Brazzi and Harrow eventually team up 
and plunge the daggers into Damien’s 
back. 

Of the three films, the final chapter is 
the weakest, with a plot culled from the 
other two. The constant stream of death 
undermines what could have been a 
potent drama. The original movie, no 
doubt modelled on the. Levin/Polanski 
film Rosemary’s Baby in the late 60s, has 
a strong cast, and an interesting 
premise, but manages to build only 
patchy tension in which the real stars — 
Billie Whitelaw and Patrick Troughton, 
both of whom turn in wonderfully 
campy performances — аге second 
stringers. The second film, with a strong 
performance from unknown Jonathan 
Scott Taylor in the role of Damien, has 
proved to be the most enduring of the 
trilogy with enough special effects gris- 
tle and storyline back-up for modern 
audiences. It still stands as one of the 
most successful horror films of the 70s 
with all the stature of its two closest rel- 
atives, The Exorcist and Rosemary's 
Baby. 

John Gilbert 


* 
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which Gregory Peck has ever made a profit 
on his participation.’ 

Bernhard blames the debacle of Part II on 
Ladd. ‘We wanted to go to a kid in high 
School, but he wanted a younger kid. The 
toughest picture to do is a young kid. The 
problem in these shows is that if the Devil 
talks too much, it's hard to have a believable 
evil. To do four films, I would like to have 
had had him in high school, so he could do 
drugs and corrupt others; then college; then 
older. The intermediary age — they should 
have skipped that. The difficulty of The 
Omen II was the age. He's not fucking; he's 
not taking drugs; he's not corrupting. What 
can he do? 

This time, Bernhard is confident that his 
game plan is well enough mapped out for him 
to continue the series for some time. "This is 
a class act picture; it's not a television pic- 
ture. It’s broad in scope, with a big look. The 
whole purpose of this is I wanted to make a 
$12m picture for $4.5m, and I think I did it. I 
did this because it's an Omen. This is not the 
money game; I did this out of pride. There 
can be future episodes. Fox would like to do 
one every eighteen months.. You'll see the 
way it's set up to do that.’ 

Antichrist in the White 
House: Sam Neill is the 
wickedly-suited presidential 
adviser, Bamaby Holm his 
little disciple 


35 GOD SAVE THE KING 
By Ross McGovern. 

A cautionary tale of insensitive 
elevators and grieving. 


37 FLESH 

By Jeff VanderMeer. 

Something’s seriously wrong after 
the spaceship crashes: psychosis, 
amputation, survival and protein 
recycling are all on the menu. 


40 FICTION FILE 


Geoff Ryman. 


41 THROUGH A GLASS 

By Rick Cadger. 

Should anthropologists get paid 
danger money? Or is it their own 
fault if they bite off more than they 
can chew? 


44 LEGS 

By Ben Hollander. 

Sauce and sin: step out in style as 
ancient Hindu gods come to roost in 
the heart of New York City. 
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Ellen Kushner. 


47 A LITTLE LIGHT MUSIC 
By Steve Burford. 

Enchanting company and 
enchanting candles pose a threat to 
the continued well-being of a rash 
young minstrel. 


50 OTHERSYDE 

By J Michael Straczynski. 

Getting to grips with your heart’s 
desire is not always what you hoped 
it would be. 


52 CREATURE 

By David William Sheridan. : 
At last! The secrets of successful 
horror writing revealed in a couple 
of easy to follow lessons! 


` 55 FICTION FILE 


Joan Slonczewski. 


SUBMITTING SHORT 
. STORIES TO FEAR 


If you have written a short story which 
fits FEAR's horror, science fiction or 
fantasy brief, then send it to David 
Western, Fiction Editor, FEAR, Newsfield 
Ltd, Ludlow, Shropshire SY8 1JW. Stories 
should be from 1,000 to 5,000 words long. 
Please indicate the word count on the 
front page of your manuscript which 
should be typed and preferably double 
spaced. Remember to enclose a daytime 
telephone number, a good quality 
photograph of yourself, a 50-word 
biography, SAE for acknowledgement of 
receipt of your manuscript and a further 
SAE for the return of your story should it 
be deemed unsuitable. 

Readers whose stories are being 
considered for publication will be 
notified within a few weeks of receipt, 
but this is not a guarantee that your story 
will be published. We can only include a 
small number of stories per issue and it 
could be a long time, up to eight months, 
before you receive a decision on whether 
your story will be published. Letters and 
phone calls asking for a decision are not 
welcomed, manuscripts are read in the 
order in which they are received and 
final decisions made accordingly. 


lick. 

Click... bzzzzt... 

‘Good morning, 

Walter.' Walter Stein 
frowned at the interior of 
the elevator. 'Morning,' he 


said, quietly. 

‘Will you be requiring breakfast?’ 
Walter didn't hear it. The elevator wait- 
ed a discreet ten seconds before repeat- 
ing its enquiry, this time a little more 
forcefully. 

'Mmmmm-hmmm, he mumbled, and 
touched the glass of the window. 

Seventeen seconds passed. 

The elevator hatch slid open with an 
efficient swish and a tray was deposited 
in Walters lap. The smell of the eggs 
drifted up to his nostrils and made him 
want to vomit. 

‘No breakfast,’ he said. 

‘But you ordered...’ 

‘No breakfast,’ repeated Walter, finally 
torn away from the window. 

‘Very well,’ said the elevator, and the 
tray was spirited away. 

Silence. ‘Shall I begin the descent 
now? rattled the elevator. 

‘Yes,’ said Walter. 

Motors began to move silently. The 
bright, gleaming city far below began to 
rise imperceptibly towards the elevator, 
which plummeted like a heavy bubble 
down the side of the massive tower at 
250mph. 

‘Did you happen to view the game last 
night, sir?’ 

‘No,’ said Walter, his voice cracking. 

‘The Yankees triumphed by two 
blowouts to a touchdown. Dutch 
Kovsky’s jetpack gave out during the 
final attack, and but for this the 
Yankee’s win would have been much 
harder to achieve. The first score was 
made at...’ 

‘Enough,’ said Walter, ‘I didn’t see the 
game because I didn’t want to. Now can 
it.’ . 
More silence, heavy іп the air. 

he elevator consigned the apparent 

mood of its occupant to the ‘hang- 
over’ category, and went into pep-up 
mode. 

‘I believe the weather on the ground is 
most excellent today.’ 


‘Sure,’ said Walter. It always was. 
Always a perfectly blue sky, no clouds, 
with a faint whiff of synthetic roses. 
Always the same. Always the same. 
Always the same. Always so goddam 
clean. 

The elevator passed into the breath- 
able atmosphere and slowed down for 
the final descent. ‘A normal day, 
Walter?’ 

A smile twitched Walter’s lips. Ironic, 
that’s what it was. ‘No,’ he said, ‘I won't 
be going into work today.’ 

The elevator wondered. ‘You are still 
with your present employment?” 

‘So they say.’ 

‘Is there a holiday today? I was not 
informed...’ 

‘No,’ said Walter. ‘No holiday.’ 

"Then why...?' 

Walter leaned back and let a yawn 
flood into the elevator. He looked out 
again, at the city. He could see the high- 
est towers now. 

'Keren, he said, almost whispered, 
barely uttered. 

The elevator's logic circuits chattered 
to themselves. ‘Pardon, Walter?’ 

‘Keren,’ said Walter again, to no one in 
particular, ‘Keren, Keren, Keren.’ 

'] do not understand,’ said the eleva- 
tor, ‘please rephrase.’ 

Walter didn’t say anything. ‘Walter?’ 
said the elevator. 

‘Walter?’ 

Wier sat up. His watch began 

chirping the national anthem. God 
save the gracious King, Long live the 
noble King, God save the King. 

‘Nine o'clock,’ said the elevator. 

Walter pondered in silence. 

The elevator’s mirror caught the sun- 
light, bright through the safe, clean 
atmosphere. Clean, clean, always so 
clean. 

‘Good morning London!’ screeched the 
radio, ‘And welcome to another sunny, 
sunny Monday!’ A tune began. 

Walter could now make out the traffic 
noise, far below. A jet screamed past, a 
few hundred metres away. The pink 
smoke, formed letters. Good Morning 
London, it said. Like it did every morn- 
ing. 

‘Radio off, croaked Walter. 

The radio noise descended quickly into 
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the mire of silence. 

The sky-smoke message began to dis- 
integrate. 

God save the King. 

‘Estimated time of arrival, two min- 
utes and counting,’ said the elevator. 

Nothing. Ў s 

'May I ask why you will not be going 
into work this morning?' 

‘You may,’ said Walter. 


"Then why...?' 

"They killed Keren.' 
he elevator's circuits screamed for 
input. Input came. KEREN 


STEIN... SIXTEEN... skip over school 
records... FATHER: WALTER STEIN... 
MOTHER: DECEASED... skip over ath- 
letic records... DRIVE-BY SHOOTING, 
TWENTY-THIRD JUNE.. TWO BUL- 
LETS HEAD, THREE BODY... FILE 
CLOSED... DECEASED... 

‘You just checked her records, didn’t 
you?' smiled Walter. 

'] was unaware of your daughter's ter- 
mination.' 

"You know what she did?’ 

‘No. As I say, I was unaware of...’ 

‘She did sod-all. She was out walking 
the goddam dog and they drove past and 
sprayed lead at her for a laugh. Probably 
never even knew who she was.’ 

‘Drive-by shootings are illegal.’ 

' know. I know that, damn you! I 
know!’ 

‘Your daughter’s assailants broke the 
law.’ 

‘I know!’ 

‘Have they been apprehended?’ 

‘The Law Enforcement kept saying it 
could happen to anyone.’ Silence. "They 
brought her body to me. To me. In a 
plastic bag. Her face was white, like 
milk. Pale. So pale... except there were 
two holes in her forehead. And blood all 
over her sweater — the one I gave her.’ 

‘Time of mourning has elapsed,’ said 
the elevator. ‘Three days over.’ 

‘I can't goddam forget! 

‘Forget, forget, forget...’ 

he elevator scanner took its custom- 
ary flash of Walter. God save the 
King. 

‘You are not wearing your body 
armour, Walter.’ 

‘I know.’ 

‘That is a breach of public safety code 
twenty-three, in accordance with protec- 
tion from normal wear and tear.’ 

‘You do realize that normal wear and 
tear means in case you get shot dead.’ 

‘Normal wear and tear.’ God save the 
King. 

‘When I was younger kids didn’t shoot 
each other. You could go out without 
body-armour, or a stun-gun in case you 
get attacked, or a knife, or a can of mace, 
or something.’ 

Silence. God save the King. 

Walter realized he was babbling. 

Silence. God save the King. God save 
the King. God save the King. 

‘She was only seventeen.’ 

The elevator realized something. “Your 
daughter was not wearing body-armour?' 

‘No,’ said Walter, ‘she didn’t like it, 
said it caught her hair.’ 

‘Unreasonable to expect more than a 
slim chance of survival without body- 
armour.’ 

‘Jesus Christ...’ Silence. ‘Are you say- 
ing she was asking for it?’ 

‘Unreasonable,’ repeated the elevator, 
‘To expect...’ 
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‘Screw you!’ 

‘Normal wear and tear.’ 

Silence. 

‘They killed one of her friends the 
other week,’ said Walter as the elevator 
pumped a tranquilizer into his arms. 
‘Drove straight over her.’ 

‘Normal wear and tear.’ 

‘Broke every bone in her body.’ 

‘Normal wear and tear.’ 

‘Couldn’t recognize her afterwards. 
Couldn't... couldn't recognize her.’ 

‘Normal wear and tear.’ 

Wis slammed his head back 

against the elevator wall. He wept. 
Another tranquilizer needle emerged 
from the wall and he snapped it off. 

‘Code violation,’ screamed the eleva- 
tor, ‘code-violation... code violation...’ 

‘Hey... no...’ 

‘Security alert... security alert...’ 

‘Wait a minute!’ 

‘Wilful damage to property... security 
alert...’ 

‘Give me a break! Kerry’s dead, for 
Christ's sake!" 

*Mourning time elapsed... excuse unac- 
ceptable... security alert.' 

The alarm rang dully outside the ele- 
vator door. 

"What have I done? 

‘Security alert...’ 

There was a thud as the elevator 
reached ground-level. The door began to 
open. Walter jammed it shut with his 
foot. 

‘Hang on,’ he said, ‘is this a full alert?’ 

‘Security alert... security alert...’ 

The door pushed Walter’s foot aside 
and opened completely. The alarms were 
louder now, ringing around Walter's 
head. 

He thumped the control console of the 
elevator a few times. 

‘Use of elevator denied... 
alert...’ 

Walter took a tentative step outside 
the elevator. The corridor was empty. 

Another step... another... the elevator 
door rushed shut. God save the King. 

He ran for the other elevator. His foot- 
steps echoed loud. God save the King. 

The other elevator door closed. He 
stopped, breathless. God save the King. 

He turned as a security droid rushed 
around the corner. ‘Throw down your 
weapons.’ 

Tm not armed.’ 

The droid considered. God save the 
King. 

(i barrels swivelled round on 

alter, targeting, tracking. He 
thought about running. Nine red target- 
ing dots located themselves on his body. 
He moved away from the wall. A nearby 
gun turret beamed seven more dots onto 
him. 

Tm not armed.’ God save the King. 

“Гуе done nothing.' God save the King. 

“Му daughters dead... please, 
Clemency...' God save the King. 

The patrol arrived and set their rifle- 
targeters on him. Twenty more red dots. 
"Throw down your weapons.' 

'] have no weapons.’ 

"Throw down your weapons.’ 

‘I am not armed!’ 

"Throw down your weapons.' 

A helicopter moved overhead. The tri- 
angular targeting beam of the aerial- 
squad's machine gun appeared on his 
forehead, beamed through the glass roof. 
God save the King. A bead of sweat 


security 


roled down Walters cheek. He blinked 
in the targeting light of the helicopter. 

"Throw down your weapons.' 

‘I keep telling you...’ 

"Throw down your weapons.' 

‘Keren... Oh, Keren, Keren...’ God save 
the King. Walter smiled. “1 have no body 
armour.' 

e. clicked out of safety mode, 

alter cursed, he could have run, 
should have run. 1 am unarmed. You 
will have no sport with me, I will die 
instantly.' God saue the King. 

Walter shook two steps back. Kerry, 
poor dead Kerry. À tiny dart-firing anti- 
vermin droid squealed around the cor- 
ner. Another dot on his chest. 

“Throw down your weapons!’ 

Walter smiled weakly. He remem- 
bered Kerry, smiling Kerry, brown hair, 
blue eyes, happy. But not any longer. 
Kerry shot; blood; dead. God save the 
King. ‘Go ahead,’ he stammered. ‘End it 
for me.’ 

‘Throw down your weapons.’ 

‘Tam unarmed.’ 

‘Throw down your weapons. This is 
your last warning.’ 

“I— am - unarmed.’ God save the King. 

Guns cracked, a droid spat needles. 
Machine-guns roared, glass broke and 
shattered, raining on Walter. Walter hit, 
bouncing, falling, sliding, pushed by bul- 
lets. ‘... Kerry...’ 

‘Cease fire!’ 

The guns stopped. The smoke cleared. 
Walter bled. 

Sergeant walked forward. Stood at 
Walter, looking. ‘Sorry Your Majesty,’ he 
said. ‘Only doing our job.’ 
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lick... click. 

‘Hey, hello London, and what a fan- 
tastic day it is! There will be a total 
amnesty of all gas-based weaponry 
today, in honour of the Yankees' great 
win last night. So come on in, all you bad 
guys, it's amnesty day! Before our first 
record — Drug Me Up by the Nite-Nite 
Sisters — there is a brief announcement. 
His Majesty Walter the First, ruler of 
Great Britain, was today apprehended 
by security forces while leaving his home 
in Central London. After the death of his 
youngest daughter — Princess Keren — 
last week at the hands of a gang of 
drive-by murderers, he had insisted on 
maximum security in his home, to be 
enforced around the country within 
twelve days. Today, under what can only 
be described as a fit of hysterical sad- 
ness at his daughter's death, he dam- 
aged one of his own lifts and was thus 
held to sentence by security guards and 
droids. He will be given a state funeral 
on Tuesday. He was 108. And now, on 
with the show. But first, a word from our 
sponsors...' 


ROSS McGOVERN 
appeared in 1976 in 
Glasgow, which makes 
him 14 by most reckon- 
ings. He started writing 
horror fiction two years 
ago, but schoolwork 
has made short stories 
the order of the day. He 
also writes television 
Sketches and makes 
extra money by writing 
letters to newspapers... 
among other things. 


even cycles from Cycropia. 
Ten crew members. Several 
megaunits of equipment, 
mostly deep core mining rigs. 
Captain Blake expects our 
Lunatic to arrive in orbit 
around D10 Niner within twenty cycles. 
Nothing unusual to report — Recorder 
Lassiter. 
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Lassiter could feel a dripping sound. The 
idea of feeling a sound struck him as 
ridiculous; none the less, the sensation 
persisted. His right eye was sealed shut, 
but through a slit in the left he could see 
that blood dripped down on him. He 
tried to move, failed. Something major 
had been broken. Several somethings. 
He coughed fluid, spat it, as he struggled 
to blink. Why was blood dripping down 
on him? A sudden shouting and clatter 
of feet made him abandon the question. 
But the feet passed him by. The shouts 
faded. He managed to blink, to keep his 
left eye open, though a film still 
obscured his vision. 

The ship had crashed — that much he 
knew. They had hoped for a controlled 
planetfall after a massive systems fail- 
ure, but suddenly: atmosphere, moun- 
tains, vegetation leaping up at them. 
The impact had sent him spinning 
across the floor, then darkness. Had the 
ship been breached and, if so, how much 
oxygen had they lost? 

Concentrate on the small mysteries, 
he told himself. Concentrate on the 
blood. Whose is it? His eyes scanned the 
side walls, tracked across the ceiling. 

There. The source: a face, staring from 
a crack, caught on impact when a gap 
opened between levels, then closed 
under the stress. Pincered. If not for the 
compression which narrowed the fea- 
tures, the face would have been pretty. 
The golden hair stirred with life: a 
breeze from the air ducts. 

Lassiter was glad he could think about 
the face so calmly. Before impact, he 
knew he'd have been screaming. 

What luck. 

His right eye unstuck, the film faded, 
and the face came clear. Grace. Amazing 
Grace. Grace of the long locks. Grace of 
the wisecracks. She who tended the 
engines. 

Now so much ground meat. 

You made me laugh, he told her. I’m 
sorry you're dead. Lassiter decided shock 
was not such a blissful state after all. 
Soon, as hands held him, probed his 
injuries, he began to cry. 

Later — much later — he would see 
Grace's death as a conscious decision on 
her part. And he would respect her for it. 
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VANDERMEER 


Cycle 1 
'There's been a complication. 


eee? 


assiter regained consciousness in 

Mama Sickbed’s arms, immobilized 
except for a tongue control, but fully 
aware his right foot was gone. His skin 
prickled under the touch of a thousand 
sensors, the metal-flesh nerve ending 
which would aid the healing process. 
They dulled the agony of phantom sen- 
sation in the missing appendage, but 
Mama Sickbed still made him nervous. 
It resembled nothing less than a grey 
Venus Flytrap. 

The space made him more nervous 
yet, for Mama Sickbed lay at the bottom 
of the Pit. To all sides, the ten levels of 
the ship stared down, capped by the 
dome which contained the bridge. The 
dome often served as a_ holographic 
screen. At the moment, a sunny New 
Paris scene winked down at him. 

Elevators creased the metal-glass skin 
of the sides, providing access from the 
Pit all the way to the bridge. Someone 
had decided a nice, open area would help 
heal patients. It only reminded Lassiter 
of the crash, for glass had shattered in 
places and two elevators blazed with 
malfunction lights. And whenever he 
closed his eyes, he saw Grace's disem- 
bodied face, the blood, the sightless 
stare. At least the sickbed had adminis- 
tered pain killers; they controlled his ris- 
ing hysteria much better than shock. 

When he felt he could handle it, 
Lassiter called up crash information on 
his monitor. As he read the holograph, 
he grimaced and bit his lip. 

Including Grace, three were dead. 
Three others — Kilroy, Barnes, and 
Arcadia — had escaped with missing 
parts and presumably other autodocs 
were operating on them. Captain Daton 
Blake, xenologist Sandra Coffin, and Dr 
Death himself, the bones of the matter, 
physician Mamoud Assad, had escaped 
injury. 

The ship would never heal. The outer 
compartments, carrying lifepods, suits, 
supplies, had been crushed or exposed to 
the poisonous atmosphere. And even if 
the Lunatic could be patched up, who 
would operate it? The distress beacon 
had been activated, but the nearest 
receiver was fifty light years away. 
Further trips to D10 Niner along their 
route were not planned for months. 

According to Lassiter’s read-out, the 
food processors functioned, but with 
almost no raw material, they would 
eventually have to process their own 
waste and eat it in unreconstituted form: 
a brown paste that smelled of peanuts. 
Rather just eat the shit as it comes out, 
he thought. He laughed, despite the dis- 
comfort. They could all laugh as much as 
they wanted. The oxygen stores would 
last until long after they had been res- 
cued or were skeletons. 

tepping slowly from the elevator, 
head down, Captain Blake was the 
first to visit Lassiter. The black beard 


and moustache were singed, the skin 
pale, the mouth quivering. His gaze flut- 
tered from spot to spot, as if he searched 
for something just out of sight. When 
Blake leaned over to talk, Lassiter 
smelled whiskey. 

‘Bit of a mess were in. Bit of a mess. I 
don't quite know what to do. Very tricky. 
Got the beacon, of course, but — He 
seemed to see Lassiter for the first time. 
‘Are you all right? I’m sure you'll recov- 
er. 

Lassiter grimaced as Mama Sickbed 
extended a sensor into his left leg. 

Yes, I know Í will. And thanks, 
though I dont know what good a 
recorder will be now...’ 

Blake hesitated, then plunged for- 
ward. ‘About those reports — 

‘Yes. The reports. What happened?’ 

‘Just lost power. The computers 
wouldn't respond. He looked around, 
scowled. 'Isn't there a chair anywhere in 
this place?’ 

Lassiter chuckled. ‘No.’ 

Blake appeared not to hear him. ‘You 
know, Гуе a wife. And two kids.’ 

‘Don't we all. A lump formed in 
Lassiters throat. His _ girl-friend 
Angelica had taken the jump from Earth 
to D10 to meet him. Lassiter had three 
weeks shore leave coming and D10 hada 
rather sophisticated entertainment cen- 
tre. 

Blake nodded to himself. “Yes. It was a 
choice between drifting or planetfall. 
That’s what I'll tell them.’ 

Blake’s hands were shaking; he 
noticed Lassiter’s stare and hid them 
behind his back. 

‘Got a wife, you know.’ 

“You said 

‘Oh. Well, in that case, ГЇЇ leave you 
alone. I suppose we are all very much... 
alone.’ 

Lassiter never saw Blake again, not 
the Blake he had known, though he 
often heard him, singing over the inter- 
com. 
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Cycle 2 


It disturbs me to think Captain Blake 
may be unfit for duty. This would leave 


Mamoud Assad in control. If something | 


should happen to Assad, the rest of us 
would have to go along with Blake, no 
matter how unsound his judgement. 
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he bad news arrived two cycles 
later, in the person of Mamoud 
Assad. 

Mamoud stood by Mama Sickbed, 
peering down at Lassiter through absurd 
antique glasses. His hawk nose swept 
authoritatively through the air and his 
eyes, a gentle brown, conveyed a passive 
discipline, as did his body. At the 
moment, he held a chart — always did, 
some sort of clipboard — paper on which 
he could make notes. Lassiter imagined 
Mamoud scripted his days ahead of time, 
that if he scanned those sheets, he would 
find dialogue, parts for them all to play. 

"We can't reattach the foot.’ A cultured 
voice, with centuries of Islamic tradition 
behind it. 

А coldness crept into Lassiter's lungs, 
his heart. He wanted to sit up, but 
Mama Sickbed clasped him tight. 
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"Why not?!’ 

‘Already on a starvation diet, my 
friend. The ship's taken it into storage 
for the protein. Some relay problem sus- 
tained in the crash, I'd suspect.’ 

Lassiter suppressed the desire to 
scream. The idea that flesh could be sep- 
arated never to be rejoined made him ill. 
Why, back on Earth, his grandfather — 
his grandfather! — had been decapitated 
thirty years ago. Autodocs had reat- 
tached the head with only minor brain 
damage. 

‘But what about when we get back?’ 

Mamoud smiled cheerily. ‘If we get 
back. Seems to be some debate about 
that. Surely you realize our position is 
desperate. Of course, should we make it, 
we can find you an artifice. He turned 
towards the elevator. 

The cold winnowed its way into 
Lassiter's head. 

‘Mamoud!’ 

The man did not bother to face him. 

Yes? 

"What about the others? The other 
amputees?’ U 

“Sorry. Thought you knew. Were a 
crew of four now. They died last night.’ 

Kilroy, Barnes, and Arcadia joined 
Grace in his imagination; he shut his 
eyes to stifle tears, wondering why they 
all seemed like manikins to him now. 
The cold spared no part of him. 

‘Are... are they processed yet?’ he said 
to Mamoud's back. 

Now Mamoud did face him. 

'Yes. No chance of a graft. Make do. 
Survive.' 

Only after the elevator doors had 
closed behind Mamoud did Lassiter 
begin to count the units between himself 
and the dome. 

Lassiter did not consider himself 
delirious then, or any time thereafter. 

n the thirteenth cycle Lassiter 

heard the unmistakable sound of 
Blake's voice. He was singing a nonsense 
rhyme which wound itself around Mama 
Sickbed and teased Lassiter’s ears with 
half-meanings. 

‘I-wire, I-wire, adders and ladders...’ 

Lassiter moved his head from side to 
side, trying to determine the direction. 
The sound grew louder. It was an old 
children’s rhyme; Lassiter remembered 
it now. 

‘T-wire, I-wire, swallow what you 
chew, he sang, tone deaf but hoping to 
draw Blake out. 

A second later Blake was hanging over 
his bedside, eyes flashing like old 
brandy. ‘So you remember, he said. 
‘Such a long time ago...’ 

‘Yes, said Lassiter, smiling. 
‘Coddleskatch among the columns. | 
never won at that game.’ 

Blake smiled back, mouth firm, flesh 
no longer pale. 

‘I did. I won so many times, they used 
to call me That Blasted Solimind. Can 
you believe it?’ 

Та play you a game if I could, but... 
Lassiter waved a hand across his body. 

‘Shhh...’ Blake put a finger to his lips. 
He leaned down, whispered in Lassiter’s 
ear. ‘Feeling better.’ 

‘Yes, I am.’ 

‚ ‘No, no. I’m feeling better.’ 

t was true — or was it? The beard had 

been neatly combed, the moustache 
trimmed. The buttons on Blake's uni- 
form shone... But... the eyes which 
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seemed to absorb light gave him away. 
And the hands, curled into fists. Lassiter 
realized with a shock that the nails had 
drawn blood. The shadow under the 
lower lip — was that also blood? 

‘How are you, Lassiter?’ The leer 
which accompanied the words sent the 
first stirrings of fear through him, a 
touch light as sensors but as prickly. 

‘They say Ill have to stay in the 
sickbed for another fifteen to twenty 
cycles, but soon ГЇЇ be able to move my 
upper body. I’m lucky. I could have...’ 

Lassiter trailed off as his attention 
was caught by the dome far above. The 
holographic function had been activated 
and snow flurried down on them. The 
flakes became transparent when they 
touched skin. 

"Who programmed this?’ 
asked. 

‘Me.’ Blake thumped his chest. ‘I did 
it. While Dr Bones had his back turned.’ 

"Why? 

‘Why not? Actually, I planned it as a 
memorial. It snowed the day the Tai- 
keegi came down the I-wire to Veniss. Or 
Dayton Central if nicknames bother 
you.' 

Blake held out his hands to catch the 
snow, fists unclenching. 

“Үо те drunk,' Lassiter said. 

‘Do you know the Tai-keegi?’ 

'Yes, Lassiter said. Everyone knew 
the Tai-keegi. Lost in space three years, 
it had come down the I-wire to Earth 
battered by meteors and comet tails. 
Controller Merdock’s awed ‘There's 
something coming down the line" had 
acquired the stature of myth. 

‘So you must understand the snow?’ 
Blake's eyes reflected Lassiter's face; he 
found it altogether too pale. Should he 
call Mamoud? 

‘No, I don't understand.’ 

lake slapped him. The shock 

brought Lassiter to his senses. If 
Blake meant him harm, all he had to do 
was unplug a few sensors. Mamoud 
would never make it down in time. 

‘Don't you see?’ said Blake. "This is the 
twelfth anniversary to the day that the 
Tai-keegi arrived back from Dead Space. 
I should know. I was on that ship. Let 
me tell you, when I looked on the moni- 
tors and saw the snow, knew we had 
made it home, I cried.’ 

More proof Blake had suffered a 
breakdown. Four men and three women 
had survived the Tai-keegi's ordeal. The 
survivors names were well-known to 
everyone. Daton Blake was not among 
them. Lassiter said nothing. 

Blake wiped his brow, surveyed the 
dimmed lights, the elevators and levels. 
'People dont know what happened out 
there. They dont want to know. You see, 
we carried reconstructed meerkats. 
Class A intelligence. When the ship 
broke down, began to drift, they man- 
aged to escape. They were smarter than 
us. They hunted us down, stole our 
weapons and our food. 

"Three hundred of them, two hundred 
of us in a ship big as a city, the bridge 
itself bigger than a cathedral. For six 
hundred cycles we fought them off. We'd 
see comrades strung up like meat. They 
ate us and, when we could catch them, 


Lassiter 


we ate them too. The processor had bro-. 


ken down and we couldnt risk fire. We 
ate them raw.' 
Blake's hands began to play Mama 


Sickbed's controls as if he were an 
impresario. А light touch, quick on the 
keys. Lassiter gritted his teeth against 
the pain of multiple probes. 

'We finally managed to override the 
bridge controls, plot a course to Earth, 
but by then... well, they had to send in 
three battalions to wipe out the 
meerkats when we landed. 

"The worst came later, Lassiter, when 
I had time to think about it. If there had 
been no meerkats, we would have eaten 
each other. We would have strung each 
other up for meat. So that is why the 
snow is falling. Tears. Snow. Little dif- 
ference.’ 

Blake was crying now, hunched in on 
himself. His hands rested on his fore- 
head and the probes had withdrawn 
from Lassiter’s skin. 

"We're all under stress, Lassiter said.’ 

Blake beat his fists against Mama 
Sickbed. He looked up, lips curled in a 
sneer. ‘How can you know?’ 

Blake brought one hand close to 
Lassiter's face. Lassiter cringed, tried to 
push himself deeper into the sickbed's 
lining. The hand slipped down, to his 
nose, hovered over it. 

‘Mamoud!’ Lassiter screamed, hoping 
the sound would somehow reach the 
bridge. 

The index and middle fingers formed a 
pair of tongs, came still closer. 

‘Please, Blake!’ 

The fingers grasped his nose, squeezed 
it, then withdrew, thumb between the 
two. 

‘Got your nose!’ Blake cackled. ‘Got 
your nose! I-wire, I-wire...’ 

Blake danced around Lassiter, holding 
his trophy high. 

Though Mamoud did not come when 
Lassiter screamed his name again, 
Blake left and that was miracle enough. 
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Cycle 21 

My capacity to record has been 
impaired. I have had nightmares for five 
cycles now. Not like the anxiety I experi- 
enced at training school, nor even the 
scary dreams from when I was at grand- 
pa's ranch back on Earth and the Flesh 
Dog attacked me. Those did not paralyze 
me, did not cause a physiological reac- 
tion. 

Specifically, there is one nightmare. In 
it, the perspective is from the dome, 
looking down. I feel as though the com- 
partment is underwater, that I am div- 
ing towards the distant floor, towards 
the bed. And the space! Space to live in, 
to whirl and roll around in. But the 
space disappears as I focus in on the bed. 
A man lies there. At least, part of a man. 
The autodoc has fitted the body with 
tubes, wires. But not all of it is there. 
The left arm is gone. The left leg. To the 
thigh. Who has stolen his flesh? I always 
ask myself. 

Then the perspective is from beside. I 
am the man in the bed. I see how large 
the ship is. Emptiness, darkness, dust, 
me in the bed. Thats when I start 
Screaming and Mama Sickbed has to 
give me the trank. 
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assiter woke to the sound of singing. 
The verses faded from his mind as 


he listened, as his eyes opened. А 
woman sat on Mama Sickbed. She had 
long black hair and pale skin and eyes of 
an even paler blue. Her uniform was 
worn with the collar high and the stern 
frown of her lips hinted at a certain 
imperiousness. 

She leaned over him, whispered, 
‘Wake up, sleepy head.’ He started, rec- 
ognized her as Sandra Coffin, ship xenol- 
ogist, and lay back against his pillow. 

‘How're things progressing?’ he asked. 

‘Fine...’ She glanced down at her feet, 
which she had swung over the side. “The 
servios fixed all the circuitry for life sup- 
port, but as for lift-offs, well, it will 
never happen, darling. The beacon 
works fine, but Mamoud says the chance 
of rescue is low.’ 

‘Darling?’ He tugged on her hand, 
forced her to look at him. ‘Why are you 
here?’ 

She shrugged, crossed her legs. 
‘Because Mamoud thought he might 
upset you. He knows his bedside manner 
lacks... tact. And Blake, well, you've 
heard him surely. Mamoud cant seem to 
shut him off from the intercom. Blake's 
renamed the ship Tai-keegi.’ 

The chill invaded Lassiter’s body 
again. It was a subtle feeling, natural as 
his heartbeat. ‘Why would Mamoud 
upset me? 

Sandra looked away again and 
Lassiter could almost swear a wicked 
smile crossed her lips. He began to 
shake even before she replied. He 
couldn't help it. The nightmare had been 
particularly intense the cycle before. 

"We've been fighting the gangrene, but 
the equipment's unreliable. The treat- 
ment didn't take. It did not stop at the 
foot. I’m sorry.’ 

‘What? What?’ The pit, Mama Sickbed, 
Sandra all seemed to tilt, to swim out of 
focus. 

With theatrical flare, she pulled the 
blanket away from his legs. Leg. The left 
leg ended at the knee. He traced the 
scar's outline with his hand, pulled back 
in revulsion. ‘No!’ He reached for her, 
grabbed her roughly by the waist, real- 
ized the smile he had seen was a gri- 
mace, and broke down. He placed his 
head on her lap, began to cry. 

She stroked his hair. ‘It’s okay. It’s 
okay.’ But it wasn’t. Lassiter knew then 
that nothing would ever be okay again. 
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Cycle 26 

Sandra сате to talk to me last cycle. She 
says there's life out there that makes 
Earth look gentle in comparison. 
Creatures are devoured every second. 
Some beasts actually eat themselves. I 
dont know how. We don't even know 
how they breathe when the atmosphere 
is so thick. We should be lucky we dont 
have suits according to Sandra. We 
wouldn't last a cycle out there. Sandra 
seems to get some sick satisfaction from 
telling me this. Which is nothing in com- 
parison to Mamoud. It is no secret that 
our current rations consist of the crew 
members who died in the crash. 
Including Grace. Mamoud grins and 
says, ‘Eat up!’ But it sickens me to think 
of processed people, even already dead, 
even disguised as paste. When I tell 
Sandra, she gives me that holier-than- 


thou smile, swings her hips, and tells me 
І am foolish. Flesh is flesh. I wonder if 
she would say that if she had to feed 
them into the processor. She acts too 
normal. Nothing gets to her. Dead 
weight, she says, like it’s a dirty joke. I 
keep waiting for the breakdown. 
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assiter started shaking when he 

woke on the twenty-eighth. He 
screamed when he reached out to 
scratch his left ear, found it gone. He 
tried to prop himself up with his left 
arm, but that was missing also. He 
dared not examine his right foot, his 
right leg. The horror boiled into his 
stomach, reached up into his lungs, and 
took away his breath. He could manage 
only a rasp, a hacking cough, as he took 
in the full extent of the pallid scars, the 
stumps. 

Above, Blake began to sing a slow, sad 
version of ‘What shall we do with the 
drunken sailor? Mama Sickbed closed 
over Lassiter like an enemy. 

‘We dont know what happened, 
Mamoud said. 'Maybe it was a major 
autodoc malfunction. Maybe Blake was 
involved. He's cracked. Completely 
gone... Sandra thinks aliens have infil- 
trated the ship. Sounds implausible, but 
who knows?’ 

‘Aliens!’ Lassiter spat. ‘A xenologist’s 
first thought is aliens. They're trained 
that way!" 

‘Well... 

‘And why not catch Blake? Blake and 
his meerkats! Lassiter scrabbled to pull 
himself up with his right arm, to look 
Mamoud in the eyes. ‘Why not do some- 
thing!’ 

Mamoud glanced towards the bridge 
and shrugged. ‘Of course you have every 
right to be angry, but — 

‘Angry? Mamoud, look at me! 
Mamoud continued to stare at the 
bridge. His lips quivered. 

Lassiter sagged back into Mama 
Sickbed. "Then go away,' he said, curling 
into the tightest ball he could manage. 
'Leave me alone.' 

Later, as he watched the dome and its 
silent hologram of Charlie Chaplin, he 
heard screams as Chaplin tripped on a 
bucket. Female screams. Over the com. 
Lying there, counting the distance 
between Mama Sickbed and the bridge, 
he listened and did nothing. Chaplin's 
umbrella blew away in the wind. He 
expected that sometime soon, like Grace 
before her, Sandra's face would blot out 


- the dome: a disgusting montage of blood 


and pulp to ruin an otherwise splendid 
counting cycle. 

Sandra died when Chaplin was 
thrown in prison and began complaining 
about the huge ball tied to his foot. 
Mamoud had killed her. There was 
Sandra's own testimony, given аз 
Chaplin fled а bewhiskered walrus of a 
warden. Between  screams: ‘Stop, 
Mamoud! Mamoud, please...' Please? Did 
the word mean anything at all? Chaplin 
bowed, left the stage. Lassiter began to 
Scream. The scream rose and rose 
through the levels until they shook with 
his approval of Chaplin's insane perfor- 
mance. 

Later — how many minutes, hours? — 
an elevator began to move down from 
the bridge. That motion, the lights, 


broke the spell. Lassiter sat up, laughed, 
hit Mama Sickbed again and again with 
his one good arm. 

When Mamoud Assad reached Mama 
Sickbed, Lassiter was gone. 
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Cycle 31 

I have tried to reconstruct my life before 
this journey. Гуе tried to think of 
images, sensations, and cling to them. 
Mother and Father at the kitchen table 
eating that last meal with me before I 
shipped out. Angelica and me in the den 
of fleshpots they call New Paris, her 
hand in mine, the taste of cotton candy, 
the smell of clean, unrecycled air. The 
feel of her under me as we made love: 
smooth and dark and wet. 

Because if I don't, I will count the 
spaces between floor and ceiling. I will 
hear Blake's story as if it is being whis- 
pered in my ear all over again. I will 
remember I am a cripple. 

But, to be truthful, even though I 
struggle to imagine my former life, it 
seems so distant, so unreal, so impossi- 
bly trivial. 

I cannot think. I cannot think. It is 
impossible. Even the air seems heavy. 
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amoud stalked the sixth level and 
was stalked in turn. For three 
cycles they had played meerkat and 
man, neither catching a glimpse of the 
other, but now Lassiter had Mamoud in 


his sights. If the good doctor would only 


turn left and walk down the passageway 
where Lassiter hid behind a console, he 
had won. Lassiter held a ridged spear he 
had made using spare autodoc parts. 

In one sense, he had to thank Mamoud 
for the slow dismemberment. It had 
excised many of his broken parts, 
allowed him the liberty of movement, no 
matter how painful. And, perversely 
enough, Mamoud had gained Lassiter's 
respect during the hunt. The man did 
not try to draw him out with false 
promises, but simply stalked him. Not 
like Blake. Blake had grown maudlin, 
clotting the air with his insane whim- 
pers. 

Mamoud hesitated, the elevator at his 
back, then turned down Lassiter's corri- 
dor, holding a laser he must have 
snatched from Blake's private stock. 
Lassiter smiled and his one good arm 
tensed. Come closer. A metre, a centime- 
tre. 

Lassiter swung his weapon and — 
crack! — connected with Mamoud's 
knees. Mamoud screamed. He fell. The 
laser dropped from his hand, slid 
through a grating. Lassiter pulled him- 
self from behind the console. Mamoud, 
knee caps shattered, began crawling 
across the floor, towards the elevator. 
His legs dragged behind. Lassiter scrab- 
bled after him, slipped in blood, lost 
ground. The elevator was seventy-five 
metres away. 

Mamoud spoke first, forty metres from 
the elevator. He winced, said, ‘I won't try 
to bargain for my life, Lassiter. You 
wouldnt believe me anyway. He 
spasmed, kicked out, inched ahead. 

‘Shut up!’ Lassiter snapped. 

amoud smiled, a white flash of 
teeth. “Talking bothers you? I 
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should have cut off your head first and 
stored the rest, but my pragmatism is 
new-found, recorder. It started when | 
fed your foot into the processor. It 
became ingrained when Blake whispered 
in my ear. | realized few would survive.’ 
Kick, spasm, drag. Maybe only one...’ 

Thirty metres away. 

"You're crazy. 

Mamoud laughed. ‘Maybe. Such a con- 
dition might be forgiven under the cir- 
cumstances. Kick, spasm, drag. 

Lassiter lashed out with the spear, but 
fell off balance and suddenly Mamoud 
had three metres to spare. The elevator 
lights beckoned. 

‘Missed!’ Mamoud hissed the word. 
His knees continued to bleed, leaving a 
dark smear against the floor. Lassiter 
heard bone snap. Mamoud suppressed a 
shriek. His voice quavered. 1, I hated 
doing Sandra. Do you know Mama 
Sickbed diagnosed her as crazy? Kick, 
spasm, drag. ‘I havent talked to anyone 
— really talked — for so many cycles, 
Lassiter... Say something, Lassiter.’ 

‘You cut me apart!’ he screamed, elbow 
raw from hunching forward. 

‘Exactly, Mamoud said from behind 
his glasses. ‘It’s the sanest thing I ever 
did.’ 

Fifteen metres. 

Lassiter raised himself up, threw the 
spear. It pierced Mamoud's left shoulder 
near the neck, sent him sprawling. 
Mamoud shrieked. He twitched. He 
struggled tc get up. 

Lassiter pushed himself forward, 
latched onto Mamoud’s foot. He pulled 
Mamoud back, ready to rend, bite, dis- 
embowel. 

But Mamoud was already dead. Blood 
trickled from the vein in his shoulder. 
Blood stained his knees. Lassiter sat 
back, unable to take his eyes from the 

: dark flow. So easy. So simple. The body 
shuddered one last time and was still. 
The eyes stared up towards the ceiling; 
the mouth formed an O, caught in mid- 
scream. 

Lassiter lay in the blood for a long 
time before he began to drag Mamoud to 
the food processor. 


dnd od nd ad 


Cycle 46 or 47? 

Mamoud was not crazy. Even when he 
said he was crazy he was sane. Just as 
sane as I. Perhaps saner. Soon I will lie 
in wait for Blake and kill him. Not 
because of his wretched singing. For the 
meat. 


eee? 


Rescue came a week after Lassiter 
tossed Blake's head into the processor. 
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Literary and 
challenging, Geoff 
Ryman has been 
described as one of the 
few originals working in 
SF. Andy Oldfield fills in 
the details. 


G eoff Ryman is an award winning fanta- 
sy writer, who garners praise from liter- 
ary critics inside and outside the genre. He 
was born in Canada, lived there for 11 
years, then he and his family moved south 
and 'arrived in Los Angeles the day of the 
Cuban missile crisis, which was quite dra- 
matic because basically the Californians 
had panicked and bought everything off the 
shelves and everyone was convinced it was 
going to be World War Ill.’ He lived in 
California until he was 20 and moved to 
England in 1973. а been over here as an 
exchange student and liked it so much | 
thought I’d come over here and stay. So 1 
did and started writing some stuff.' Success 
came relatively quickly. ‘Unfortunately the 
first real short story | wrote sold to New 
Worlds, the paperback one — | think it was 
New Worlds 9 or 10, | no longer have a copy 
— it was called ‘The Diary Of A Translator’. 
That was very bad for me because although 
the story wasn't too bad, it had been written 
in an amateur sort of way and it confirmed a 
lot of amateur habits | think. And it just took 
me for ever to start publishing anything 
else. 

‘In the late 70s | published a few stories in 
Ad Astra but а been spending all my time 
writing these hyper-literary huge, long nov- 
els which nobody wanted to publish for the 
simple reason they weren't very good. | was 
| trying to write beyond my talent.’ He started 
writing The Warrior Who Carried Life in 
about 1980/81, it finally came out about 85. 
This was followed by The Unconquered 
Country which won the BSFA award for 
Shorter fiction and the World Fantasy 
award. In 87 the first part of The Child 
Garden 'Love Sickness' got published in 
Interzone, it also won the BSFA. ‘I spent a 
little bit of time trying to turn that into a 
novel, got distracted and wrote the book 
that hasn't appeared yet called Was, went 
back and finished the rest of the book that 
eventually became The Child Garden and 
that novel won the Arthur C Clarke and the 
John W Campbell awards. 

The next book is due to be published next 
year. 'It seems like l've finished the next one 
several times, certainly this time last year | 
was convinced the book was truly about to 
be put to bed. Its my best book ever, but 
the publishers weren't quite as over the 
moon about it as | thought they were going 
to be. They liked it a lot and they offered me 
а lot more money for it than I'd ever been 
offered before, but . . . | don't know, | knew 
the ending was the best thing а ever writ- 


ke . : M PS 
written, because it really belonged to a dif- 
ferent book. So | decided l'd go and change 
the ending, and | have. | had to go back to 
the town it was set in, Manhattan, Kansas 
and do some more research. 

“It's a kind of historical novel really, it's a 
history of The Wizard Of Oz, it's got Judy 
Garland as a character in it . . . a realistic 
novel more or less, except it's about a fan- 
tasy. It’s simpler than The Child Garden, 
which was very complicated. It hops all over 
the place in terms of time from 1875 to 1989, 
but within that it's very straightforward, 
sticking with one point of view through 
each sequence. Despite the critical success 
which has greeted his work, Ryman is not 
about to pack in his civil service job. ‘What | 
like about being a writer is it’s an area of 
absolute freedom, everything else in your 
life is constrained by what you need to do 
to make a living and what's socially accept- 
able and what time of day it is and how 
much money you have in your pocket, it’s 
nice to have an area of absolute freedom 
where you can absolutely be yourself, it 
would be a shame to compromise it by any- 


ten, and these people weren't going around thing that was terribly conscious or even 
sin this is the best thing you've ever career oriented.’ 


е live on the edge 
6 of Hell,’ said 
Mumong, and Ге 
grinned as Charle 
translated for ma. 
'It must seem like it 


sometimes, I agreed, gazing up at the 
blunt cone of the volcano. 

‘No, no. I am serious,’ he replied. ‘In 
this place Hell comes closer to the sur- 
face than in any other. Can you not 
smell the truth of it for yourself?’ 

Smell it? There was no escaping it. 
The first thing that struck me when tke 
helicopter dropped us near the village 
was the stink of sulphurous fumes from 
the mountain. Mumong’s comment was 
the first indication I'd had that the loca.s 
were aware of the smell. They certainly 
didnt seem bothered by it; whereas 
Charlie Ntue and I had tried everything 
from breathing through our mouths (ro 
good — you could taste it) to tying hand- 
kerchiefs across our faces. Eventually 
we'd had to accept the appalling odour 
as unavoidable. 

‘Why do you live in such a place?’ I 
asked. 

'It makes for a shorter journey when 
we die, Mumong's expression remained 
sober as he listened to Charlie translat- 
ing his reply; then, abruptly, he burst 
into fits of laughter. I smiled. 

‘A joke,’ he declared. ‘Who could live so 
close to the underworld without laughter 
to temper his fear? The truth, my friend, 
is that we reap benefits from our prox- 
imity to the darkland:. Our magic, my 
power — their source is here.’ He pointed 
towards the wooded slopes of Kuinumu, 
the volcano. 'And since we all go to Hell 
when we die, what difference does it 
make how close to the door one lives?' 

That surprised me. ‘You believe everv- 
one goes to Hell when they die?’ 

‘Of course. Where else would they go?’ 

‘To Heaven, perhaps.’ 

‘Heaven?’ The concept was new to him, 
but he grasped it quickly — and found -t 
hilarious. 

‘A fairy-tale,’ he chuckled. ‘A story to 
comfort children at bedtime.’ Then his 
face became serious again. ‘No, my 
friend. No Heaven; there is only Hell.’ 

‘But what about your gods?’ I persis-- 
ed. ‘Where do they live?’ 


HROUG 
GLA 


‘They lived on the earth they created, 
just as we do.’ Wistfully he added: ‘Only 
rocks and trees live forever. Our gods 
died long ago. Died and went to Hell.’ 

umong led us through the village. I 

was impressed by the construction 
of the buildings. The sides of the dor- 
mant volcano were fairly heavily wooded 
and there was no shortage of timber. 
Consequently, the men had been able to 
develop their skill at carpentry and put 
it to good use when it came to erecting 
their homes. From the doorways people 
watched as we passed. Some of the chil- 
dren waved when I smiled at them. 

‘A beautiful place, no?’ said Mumong. 
‘Despite the neighbourhood.’ As I looked 
around, I realized that he was right. 
Apart from the smell — which became 
less noticeable the longer one was 
exposed to it — the village did have a 
certain beauty. Surrounded by forest 
and plots of cultivated land, the commu- 
nity had an atmosphere of cocooned 
salubrity and security. 

As we moved on I saw that the vil- 
lagers not only endured their close prox- 
imity to the volcano, they positively 
embraced it; and several of their 
dwellings were actually built on the 
slopes of Kuinumu itself. 

We were shown to a house (the word 
hut could never do it justice) near the 
base of the mountain, and introduced to 
a family who animatedly expressed how 
proud they were to vacate their home for 
our use. I thanked them through 
Charlie, and they vanished to boast to 
their neighbours. Before we went in to 
inspect our quarters, Mumong pointed. 

"There, he said, is my house. When 
you are rested you may find me there. 
Tonight the village welcomes you prop- 
erly — visitors are far from frequent here 
so you provide an excellent excuse for a 
celebration. He waited only for Charlie 
to translate what he'd said, then he was 
gone. 

I gazed up the hillside to the place 
Mumong had indicated and could hardly 
believe my eyes. The house Mumong 
spoke of was little more than a rude 
wooden canopy jutting from the foothills 
of the volcano. In stark contrast to the 
other domiciles, Mumong's home seemed 
primitive and inadequate. I pondered 
the apparent paradox that the most pow- 
erful and respected man in the commu- 
nity should abide in a lean-to some eight 
feet square; and wondered if there was 
some noble principle of self-deprivation 
involved. Perhaps Mumong shunned 
physical comforts in order to maintain 


his spiritual sharpness and purity. I 
tried to raise the question with Charlie, 
but he seemed to have more important 
things on his mind. With a shrug in 
reply to my questions, he swung himself 
deftly into a hammock and was snoring 
within moments. 


ААДА; 


t was about two o'clock when Charlie 

and I set off to find Mumong. The vil- 
lage was quiet, and I deduced that most 
of the inhabitants were wont to take a 
kind of siesta soon after midday. At first 
I thought Mumong must have gone off 
on some business or other, because there 
was no sign of him when we reached his 
humble shelter. In fact there was no sign 
of anything. No furniture or personal 
effects; not even cooking-utensils — just a 
bare dirt floor. So the apparently disem- 
bodied voice of Mumong came as some- 
thing of a shock. 

"Don't stand out there. Come in.’ 

Charlie translated reflexively, and 
after a moment of confusion we located 
the source of the invitation. Behind a 
pair of curtains made of leather strips 
was the entrance to a sizeable cave. This 
was the home of our host. My visions of 
the self-flagellating sufferer in search of 
enlightenment evaporated as I stepped 
through the curtain into a large chamber 
lit by oil-lamps and candles. The simple 
construction outside was put in its prop- 
er perspective - Mumong's front porch. 

Like the other dwellings in the village, 
the cave was not what one would expect. 
Far from being just a hole in the moun- 
tainside, it had obviously been in use for 
a great many years, and shelves and 
ledges had been chiselled into the lava 
walls. Several elaborately carved chairs 
were placed at various points about the 
room, and skins and woven rugs covered 
the floor. 

"Welcome to my house,' said Mumong, 
and he motioned for us to sit. "This is the 
traditional лоте of our magicians,’ he 
said. 'A place of power. My predecessors 
lived here; my father and grandfather. 
When I die, my son will take my place.’ 

"The position is hereditary, then?' I 
asked. 

"Not necessarily. It just happened that 
my progenitors and I chose our sons for 
our apprentices. Had any oi us been 
lacking in a suitable son, any village boy 
might have been chosen. He gazed 
intently into my eyes. 'And what of you? 
Have you come to learn magic? Or per- 
haps you hope to make Catholics of us, 
eh?' 

‘No, I said into his lie-detector eyes. 
Tm not a missionary. I don't want to 
learn how to work magic either; 
although I am eager to see as much as I 
am allowed.' 

"Then what is your purpose? 

Tm an anthropologist,’ I said, ard 
regretted it as Charlie stumbled verbal- 
ly, trying to explain what an anthropolo- 
gist was. He managed to convey some- 
thing of the idea — he is an exceptional- 
ly fluent and eloquent interpreter — and 
Mumong shook his head, frowning. 

"What value is there in observing us? 
If you don't want our magic — and we 
have little else — what do you gain?’ 

'Knowledge. A better understanding of 
human societies in general, and yours in 
particular. There is a certain satisfaction 
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in learning as much аз опе can about a 
subject.’ 

He nodded. ‘I can understand that,’ he 
said, ‘and I respect it. The accumulation 
and preservation of lore is a grave 
responsibility. You must be an impor- 
tant man in your homeland.’ 

‘Less important than you are in yours,’ 
I replied. 

The answer pleased him, and he 
roared with laughter. ‘A scholar and a 
diplomat!’ He exclaimed. ‘My friend, it is 
a delight to speak with you. Would that 
more such visitors came our way.’ 

If Mumong had reservations about me 
before, that one moment seemed to dis- 
pel any doubts that might have lingered 
in his mind. Subsequently, when he 
called me ‘my friend’ I felt that he meant 
it. 

Cee came easily, despite the 

need for Charlie’s interpretative tal- 
ents, and the time passed quickly. 
Afternoon became evening, and Mumong 
led us from the cave into the warm dusk 
outside. 

‘A celebration,’ he declared, and point- 
ed down into the centre of the village 
where a large fire was burning. "The peo- 
ple will be pleased to eat and drink with 
you. 

‘And we will be proud to join them.’ 

Mumong's people certainly knew how 
to throw a party. Unlike some other 
parts of Africa where a guest will be 
given food at the expense of the host and 
his family, who will go without, here 
there was no shortage of fare. Fruit, 
bread, fish and a local wine fermented 
from a blend of fruits. There was singing 
and dancing too. A selection of wind 
instruments materialized, and those 
who had no instrument either joined in 
the chanting chorus or leapt to their 
feet, and vanished into the throng of 
whirling dancers. 

The wine, or suf as it was called, 
appeared to be even more plentiful than 
the food, and our cups were refilled as 
fast as we could drain them. The alcohol 
and the atmosphere conspired to rob me 
of all sense of dignity, and egged-on by 
Mumong and a couple of giggling girls, I 
joined the dancers as they gyrated this 
way and that. 

By the time we turned in for the night, 
the horizon was already showing the 
first pink-grey glow of impending dawn. 
I must have passed out as soon as I col- 
lapsed into my hammock. 

My dreams were of a never-ending 
dance around a huge fire. And my danc- 
ing-partners were scarlet devils with 
toasting-forks. 


***99 


he sun was high when we woke, and 
my watch said it was just after ten. 
Once out among the people, their hushed 
tones and sheepish smiles told us that 
ours weren't the only throbbing heads in 
the village. Indeed, by the look of it, 
about a quarter of the people were still 
sleeping it off and activity was minimal. 
There was no sign of Mumong, so we 
watched what survivors there were from 
the previous night's excesses as they 
went about their chores. The villagers 
were no longer shy of us, and given the 
opportunity they were willing to talk at 
length about themselves and their vil- 
lages. 
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Mumong returned around two o'clock 
in the afternoon, when the few people 
who had been about had mostly gone for 
their siestas. He took us up to his cave, 
and we sat in the shade of his porch 
looking down over the village. 

‘It’s incredible,’ I said. 

Mumong and Charlie looked at me 
quizzically. 

"This place. Ten kilometres in any 
direction and the terrain is just about 
uninhabitable. Desert one way, moun- 
tains the other. Just this one patch of 
fertile, usable land in the middle of 
nowhere.’ 

‘My people have lived here for more 
generations than there are stars in the 
sky. It is our magic that sustains this 
place. It is a vital part of my duty that I 
maintain this, our home, in health and 
bounty.’ : 

'Quite remarkable,' I said, and meant 
it. ‘You have spoken several times of 
your magic, Mumong. The more time I 
spend here, the more eager I become to 
see it for myself.’ 

He sat for a while and searched my 
face. What he was looking for I can only 
guess: sincerity? Some other quality per- 
haps. Whatever, after a few moments he 
stood up. ‘Come then,’ he said. 
үү: walked through the village and 

into the trees beyond. Gradually a 
sound reached my ears and increased in 
volume as we walked: running water. 
The river was fairly broad, and the clear 
water ran deep. There was a small 
bridge, and on the far bank a house like 
those we'd just left behind us. Mumong 
took us across the bridge and up to the 
house. 

"Who lives here?' I asked. 

'An old woman, he said, 'she is 
matuku.' 

Charlie spoke the word exactly as 
Mumong had, and his shrug told me that 
it was unfamiliar to him. 

There was no opening in this house 
save a door in the front wall. 
Consequently, the interior was dim, 
especially after the bright sunlight out- 
side. My eyes soon adjusted to the gloom 
and I made out the shape of the old 
woman sitting on the floor towards the 
back of the single room. At first I 
couldn't make out what she was doing 
but as we moved away from the door 
enough light crept in for me to see the 
stone bowl beside her. One of the 
woman's hands rested in her lap, and 
the other seemed to be rolling a rock or 
something in the bowl beside her. 
Whatever it was, the dry, gritty sound it 
made set my teeth on edge. Her eyes 
were both closed, and she rocked ever so 
slightly as she worked. 

I waited for Mumong to speak to her, 
but instead he turned to me. 'She is 
blind and deaf,’ he said. ‘Yet without this 
old woman we would have no link to the 
well of power that feeds our magic.’ 

I was puzzled. Mumong was the vil- 
lage magician; why did he attach such 
importance to a blind-deaf old woman 


who lived apart from the rest of the pop- , 


ulation, almost as if she was quarantine? 

"Who is she?' I asked. 

'Our matuku,' he replied. 'She is half- 
dead. Only her body inhabits our world; 
her soul dwells in the darklands below. 
She is the conduit that carries our pow- 
ers. 

‘You mean this woman's soul aban- 


doned her body? The two exist separate- 
ly? How can that be — what happened?’ 

‘Ah, you speak gravely, as if it was a 
great tragedy. No, my friend, this was a 
conscious decision — an act of will. We 
needed a matuku and this old woman 
gave herself for the purpose.’ 

‘How did you separate the soul from 
her body and transport it below? Some 
powerful spell or ritual?’ 

Mumong chuckled. ‘That part required 
no magic. It was simple to achieve. The 
old woman was brought to this river and 
held beneath the water until she 
drowned, when she was quite dead, and 
no breathe of life remained in her, we 
carried her from the water. Some 
moments were allowed to pass, to give 
time for her soul to flee and begin its 
journey to the underworld; then I 
breathed some of my life into the 
woman. After I had replaced her breath 
with mine, she regained some vitality; 
but without a soul she is blind and deaf.’ 

I was horrified. Mumong was obvious- 
ly describing artificial respiration, but 
the delay while these barbarians had 
waited for her spirit to vacate its mortal 
shell had starved the unfortunate 
woman's brain of oxygen. The damage 
was severe enough to deprive her of 
sight and sound for what remained of 
her life. 

umong took us outside and we sat 
by the river. 

‘Although she cannot hear or speak,’ 
he said, the woman provides us with the 
tools that enable me to work the magic 
our village requires. Only she, with abili- 
ties passed to her by her estranged spir- 
it, may fashion these things.' 

"What are these tools?' I asked. Deep 
inside I was shocked at how quickly dis- 
gust and horror could be replaced by 
burning professional curiosity. 

Mumong reached into the leather sack 
he always carried slung from his shoul- 
der, and produced a globular piece of 
what I recognized as volcanic glass. It 
was highly polished, and had obviously 
been artificially ground into its spherical 
shape. 

"This is the window to Hell,' he said. 

I stared at it in silence. The translus- 
cent globe fitted his hand perfectly, and I 
had the impression that it had been 
made for him alone. 

"The woman made this many years 
ago. In the house now she makes anoth- 
er in readiness for my son's needs.’ 

The object the woman had been rolling 
around in the stone bowl — she was 
grinding another glass ball. 

"What does it do?' 

He laughed and replaced it in his sack. 
'Surely you know what a window is for,' 
he said. 'But don't worry. When the sun 
has gone down you will come to my 
house. It is time for you to see and learn. 
Tonight you will be shown something 
that few see before death. You will view 
Hell itself. 

he horizon was still red with the 

blood of the sunken sun as we 
climbed the lower slopes cf Kuinumu to 
the cave that was Mumong's house. We 
entered, and the thick curtain of hide 
strips fell closed behind us muffling the 
drone of nocturnal insects. 

‘Welcome,’ smiled Mumong, and he 
indicated that we should find seats. 

A small fire burned in a crude hearth 
near the back of the cave, and smooth, 


almost liquid smoke poured upwards 70 
spread like an anti-gravity sea covering 
the ceiling. The effect of the flames 
reflecting off the milky vapour was eerie, 
and the pale light seemed to sozk 
through the air tinting everything in the 
chamber with a suggestion of orange. 
When | made myself comfortable in a 
chair that faced a small table, Mumong 
pulled up two more seats and placed 
them so the three formed a semi-circle 
around the table. Charlie sat leaving the 
centre seat free for our host, but 
Mumong was not ready to join us. 


‘The blood that 
he was 
spreading on to 
the ball was 
being absorbed 
by the glass. The 
sticky fluid 
permeated the 
smooth surface 
and seemed to 
soak right into 
the sphere’ 


He took a tall screen made from skins 
stretched across a wooden trame, and 
stood it between us and the fire, shield- 
ing the table from the direct light. Only 
that strange reflected glow from the 
layer of smoke above our heads 
remained to illuminate the proceedings. 
He finally seemed satisfied, and took kis 
place between us. He looked at us in 
turn. 

‘Are you ready?’ he asked. 

We both needed. 

"You may be surprised by what you are 
going to see and hear, said Mumong, 
and he paused as Charlie translated. He 
had spoken slowly, carefully, as if he 
wanted to ensure that there was no m:s- 
understanding. He continued with the 
same meticulous care in his speech. 

"You may be afraid; but whatever hap- 
pens you must remain absolutely silent 
and absolutely still. Do you understanc?' 

Again we nodded. I began to feel 
uneasy. Gone was the jovial Mumong I 
was accustomed to. The man sitting 
beside me was stern and deadly serious. 

‘If you should fail, if vou make a move- 
ment or a sound it cocld cost your lives. 
Are you sure you wish t> go on?’ 

As I nodded that ihird time, I felt 
secure in my disbelief in magic. 
Whatever was going to take place would 
be nothing more than trickery and illu- 
sion. I had no cause for fear - tne 
shamans and fetishists of other areas 
had done their worst, and all they had 
shown me was drug induced hallucina- 
tions and sleight of hand. 

M zs produced his sphere of glass 

and held it at arms length. He 
gazed into it as if seeing secrets and mir- 
acles contained there. Like some negro 
Hamlet with the skull of his Yorrick, he 
handled the globe reverently. Placing it 
on the table before us, and without shi-t- 
ing his attention from it, he gestured 
with waving hands that our vows of 


silent immobility now bound us. А small 
knife emerged from his bag of tricks, and 
Mumong made a small cut on the palm 
of one of his hands. He discarded the 
blade and began to smear his blood over 
the surface of the sphere. 

At first I thought the dim light and 
Mumong's showmanship had worked 
together to deceive me, but as I watched 
I saw that my eyes had not failed me. 
The blood that he was spreading on to 
the ball was being absorbed by the glass. 
The sticky fluid permeated the smooth 
surface and seemed to soak right into 
the sphere. Weakly at first, but growing 
stronger with every moment, a rich red 
glow was born in the heart of the globe. 
It throbbed like a pulse, and when it 
finally subsided the bloody zlow was 
replaced by a suggestion of shapes and 
perhaps movement. Pictures formed and 
grew clearer. Within Mumong's volcanic 
crystal I saw a scene take shape, and I 
watched in incredulous silence. 

An ash-grey plain stretched to a hori- 
zon in the distance, where it met a coal- 
black sky. The horizon itself danced a 
pink and orange light, as if some 
unimaginable conflagration burned 
somewhere just beyond sight. Skeletal 
trees jutted from the ashen ground, 
reaching upwards like bony hands. They 
lent the terrain no feeling of vitality 
though; they were few in number, and 
all dead. 

Something in the distance caught my 
attention. A small glimmer of yellow 
light shone out feebly against the 
monochrome backdrop; and our view- 
point seemed to home in on this tiny 
light and rush towards it. The effect was 
stomach-wrenching. It was like looking 
through the windshield of a speeding 
vehicle, but with a sense of truly 
immense velocity. Small though our win- 
dow was, I was totally ensnared by the 
reality of the images in its depths, and 
my knuckles whitened on the chair- 
arms. 

As our viewpoint approached its desti- 
nation, the rushing scenery slowed and I 
saw a small fire burning on the plain 
ahead. Still we approached, but slowly 
now, and I made out dark figures squat- 
ting around that fire. There were four of 
them; black silhouettes huddled in a 
group. 

Our movement now was barely per- 
ceptible, and there was something of 
stealth about the way our perspective 
wove this way and that. 

Eventually movement ceased, and the 
scene before us was criss-crossed by 
shadows. 1 realized we were seeing it 
through a curtain of branches as if we 
were hiding behind one of the dead 
trees. 

longed to ask Mumong a hundred 

questions, but my vow and the mes- 
meric influence of the pictures before me 
held my tongue. 

The dark shapes were intent upon 
something on the ground, and they 
picked and prodded at it. For the first 
time I became aware that the crystal 
window provided not only images, but 
also sound; and I heard the snuffling 
grunts of the figures as they rummaged 
and rooted about in the heap in front of 
them. A different sound followed; a dull 
ripping. One of the pitch-black men 
reared up and held something aloft as if 
in triumph. The firelight illuminated it 


clearly, there was no mistaking a human 
forearm, twisted off at *he elbow. 

The trance was shattered, and I 
recoiled in horror. My chair scraped back 
and crashed into the screen that 
Mumong had placed between us and the 
fire. It fell to the floor. Despite my sud- 
den animation, I was still unable to take 
my eyes from the glass sphere; and what 
I saw in the last moments before 
Mumong snatched it up and thrust it 
into his sack, almost snapped my mind. 
My thrashing movements and cry of 
shock must have carried through the 
window just as the sound had reached us 
from the other side; the figures on the 
plain leapt up and raced towards the 
source of the disturbance. They drew 
close to the crystal window, and at last 
their faces were revealed. My unthink- 
ing assumption that they were human 
could not have been more wrong, and I 
stared fixedly into monstrous black faces 
with dark red eyes, porcine snouts and 
vicious hook-shaped tusks that curved 
up like those of a wild boar. 

And I knew that even as I looked at 
them for those few seconds, they had 
seen me too, clearly illuminated by the 
direct light of Mumongs fire. Their tiny 
cruel eyes had peered straight into mine, 
and long wet tongues flicked out to lick 
their greasy chops. 

hen the globe was put away and 

the spell broken, I expected 
Mumong to turn on me in anger at my 
betrayal of his trust. Instead he looked 
at me with an expression of shock and 
intense concern. 

'Oh, my friend, he said, gravely. 'I 
cannot help you now.' 

I laughed a false laugh, and it sounded 
like one. ‘Why should I need help?’ 

"They have seen you, he said. They 
will want you now.’ | 

‘Come off it, Mumong. A few pictures 
in a crystal ball — Гуе seen worse. What 
is there to worry about?’ I tried to sound 
confident, dismissive; then i cursed 
myself. What I really wanted was to 
shake Mumong and beg for an explana- 
tion — to demand that he work some 
spell to keep me safe from devils with 
hog-faces. 

‘What you saw, he said, ‘you saw 
through the eyes of the matuku's soul. 
Just as the glass ball is our window on 
the world of horrors, so her soul's eyes 
are their window on ours. They have 
seen you now, through those eyes.’ He 
shook his head in despair. ‘They have 
seen you, and they will come.' 

From far away — from the river — I 
heard the harsh, insane laughter of a 
blind, deaf old woman. 


**999 


M mos gave me suf and in my ter- 
rified state 1 drenk it without 
thinking. It was drugged, and while I 
slept they all left. Mumong led his peo- 
ple away, and Charlie Ntue with them — 
the village is deserted. 

I have been deserted, abandoned. 

I retain no scepticism, none of the edu- 
cated arrogance I came with. I retain 
nothing but fear. I know he spoke the 
truth. They are coming for me, that's 
why everyone left. 

Somewhere in the night the matuku 
still laughs — and far above me the vol- 
cano rumbles. 
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or a real Siva, the legs are 

all that matters. 

Kate didnt have much to 

start with. She came from a 

generic, Crest-only tooth- 

paste town. An attractive 
girl with even more attractive dreams, 
endlessly spinning her wheels in the 
deep, dark, Midwestern mud. Kate was 
home in Holly Springs, Arkansas, but 
she was lost. 

Her decision to up and run away to 
New York was not a brave one. It was 
made by her own realization that 
although she risked losing everything — 
her parents' love, the family farm, Emily 
the cow, Peter the Pig, her moral place 
in the universe — she really wasn't risk- 
ing that much. Kate had little to lose: 
local diners, outdoor movies, pick-up 
trucks, pick-up fucks, not locking her 
door at night, shotgun racks, Billy Bob 
Dupree. It seemed the Midwest's endless 
railroad tracks, which travel through 
every obscure nook and cranny, bog and 
creek, had somehow unravelled them- 
selves and created a straight, double- 
laned, smoothly paved highway which 
pointed in one and only one direction — 
towards New York City. 

Kate was as naive as they come. 

At five foot six inches tall and with a 
fairly attractive face, in a round sort of 
way, Kate still had her heart set on 
becoming a fashion model in New York. 
Her grandmother had urged this years 
before, calling her a diamond in the 
rough, one in a million, a truly special 
girl. Kate’s idol was Christie Brinkley. 
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The | deck seemed 
Stacked against her. 

Kate was as naive as they come. 

For two years Kate survived by wait- 
ing tables in a diner which looked not 
unlike any other diner she was already 
во Sick of back home, except this one was 
filled with far more surly and more dan- 
gerous people. Kate peddled burgers and 
fries dangerously close to the docks and 
lived in a room at the Full Moon Hotel, а 
hotel so advanced it breaks its billing 
system down into ten-minute intervals. 
Kate's Ivory-girl kind of fresh had faded 
considerably, and her modelling portfolio 
lay in tatters in one corner of the room 
where it had lain for over a year. She 
had made three hundred dollars once for 
a weekend catalogue shoot set up by a 
friend, and occasionally she was still 
used as a leg model, but the freelance 
agencies didn't call anymore. Kate still 
had her legs, though — long, beautiful, 
perfectly symmetrical legs which nar- 
rowed and widened their way up past 
her waist and up to her board-flat chest. 
In modelling terms Kate was unnatural- 
ly proportioned, or unbalanced, but she 
knew how to dress in order to take 
advantage of her best assets and still 
turned the heads of most men she 
passed in the street. 

ate was determined someday to turn 

the right head, a sugar daddy's 
head, a man who would provide for her 
so she could get off her feet and rest for a 
while. That's all she ever wanted, an 
attractive older fuck who would allow 
her to rest and make walking through 
Comme de Garcon a little easier. Kate 
had convinced herself that these men 
existed in droves in New York and that 
through attrition she would find herself 
one. She would taste-test sugar daddies 
and then, suddenly, everything would be 


insurmountably 


fine. The more Kate worked at the diner, 
the more she fought the cockroaches for 
bed space at the Full Moon, the more 
desperate she became. Kate needed a 
man, any man who would provide for 
her, and each weekend she found herself 
prowling the floor of The World 
Nightclub looking for the ever-elusive 
yellow-bellied sugar daddy. 

Kate was as naive as they come. 

It was New Year's night, 1987, and 
Kate was looking her very best. Her one 
Perry Ellis (factory bought) was all she 
wore besides shoes. She had it hiked up 
to accentuate her long, luscious legs, 
which she walked and danced upon. In 
between sets of yet another comeback 
attempt by The Ramones, Kate felt an 
icy grip on her shoulder. She turned and 
sought out the grip's initiator through 
the nightclub's smoke-filled air. Kate 
found the most beautiful woman she had 
ever seen: dark, foreign, perfectly toned, 
with a sharp nose, penetrating brown 
eyes and long black hair. 

'Td like you to come down to our table 
and have a drink with us,' said the beau- 
tiful stranger, tossing her hair back and 
freezing Kate with a fixated stare. Her 
voice was authoritative, yet friendly; 
husky, yet sexy. Kate felt it would be 
rude to decline. She accompanied the 
woman down the stairs and into the 


*The opium came 
in waves - long, 
drawn-out, 
powerful waves 
which washed 
ashore against 
Kate's brain' 


lounge area. There, under the giant, 
shaking chandelier, sat a well-groomed, 
slightly rotund Indian man, complete 
with flowing robe and dot in the middle 
of his forehead. He looked rich. 

‘My name is Serena, and this is Sasha. 
We would like you to come home with us 
and share a lemonade, said the beauti- 
ful woman, motioning with her hand 
towards the smiling Indian. Kate stalled 
for a moment, unsure of what to do. And 
then, as if lifted upon the wings of 
impulse, she agreed to accompany them. 

‘Honey, don't forget your scarf — you'll 
be cold, said Serena, tossing Sasha a red 
scarf which had been hanging over a 
chair. It was at that moment that Kate 
noticed that Sasha had an ugly blue 
birthmark across his throat and she 
wondered if it wasnt vanity which 
inclined Sasha to wear a scarf that 
night, rather than the unusually warm 
September air. 

ogether the three of them sat in the 

back of Sasha's black limousine, 
Serena next to one door, Kate the other 
and Sasha in the middle, as they glided 
through lower Manhattan as if on a 
magic carpet. - 

'Sasha considers himself a direct 


descendant of Siva, so youll have to for- 


give him. Also, he, speaks no English,’ 
Serena said, reaching into a silver ice 
bucket for a bottle of champagne. 
‘Champagne?’ 

"Yes, thank you... Siva? What is Siva?’ 


asked Kate. 

‘Ancient Hindu legend tells of the 
great gods tearing apart the evil snake 
and of the poisonous venom which 
poured out of the snake and down the 
mountainside, forming a poisonous river. 
To save his fellow villagers, Silva — and 
this is why it is a legend — drank the 
entire river of venom and burned his 
throat, turning it blue. For generations, 
some babies in India have been born 
with a mysterious blue birthmark across 
their throats, and these people, lest they 
become outcasts, immediately claimed 
semi-divinity and placed themselves 
above many others in the Indian hierar- 
chy, claiming ancestral privileges, etc. 
They unionized and called themselves 
The Order of Nilakantha’s, or Blue 
Throats, and they have lodge meetings. 
Crazy bunch of guys — who knows what 
they do at those lodge meeting? You 
know what I mean, honey?’ 

Kate nodded her head, although she 
didn't. Serena passed out three glasses 
and poured the Crystal. Sasha, in his 
first overt movement of the night, 
reached into his left breast pocket and 
withdrew a slender pipe. He stuffed 
something in it, produced a match and 
then took several deep drags off the pipe. 

Sasha passed the pipe to Serena. She 
took several longer hits and passed it 
across Sasha to Kate. Kate took three 
itty-bitty hits, coughing each time. 

"That's strong pot, Kate choked. 

‘That's because its opium, laughed 
Serena as the pipe made its way to 
Sasha and danced on the tips of Serena's 
lips again. 

‘I like being with you both,’ said Kate, 
inhaling deeply this time and trying to 
swallow the smoke. She couldnt, and 
burst out coughing and laughing at the 
same time. ‘God, that sounded so silly!’ 
eds turned towards Serena and 

smiled broadly. They smoked until 
the pipe was empty, and then Kate lay 
her head back against the leather head- 
rest. The opium came in waves — long, 
drawn-out, powerful waves which 
washed ashore against Kate's brain. 
Kate heard a rustling in the ice bucket, 
and then a second later there was a cold, 
wet sensation in between her legs. Kate 
closed her eyes; she wasn't sure whose 
hand was inside her, and she didnt 
know what to do. Kate opened her legs 
wider; she could not find the will to 
resist. Icy fingers moved inside her as 
Kate ground her pubic mound against 
the obviously male hand. She could feel 
Sasha's gold ring. 

Another ice cube resulted in Kate's 
hips bucking slightly to a small orgasm. 
The limo stopped; the hand withdrew. 
Kate pulled down her dress. She remem- 
bered her mother saying when she was 
nine, ‘A good girl always wears her 
panties. She felt ashamed and slowly 
opened her eyes. Sasha was drying his 
hand with a blue towel. Serena came 
around to Kate's side of the limo and 
helped her out of the car. 

Kate looked at her surroundings. She 
.was outside the Pierre Hotel. Kate 
thought about the small cockroach- 
infested bed she would not be sleeping in 
that night; the chains and whips she 
would not hear next door; the rats she 
wouldnt have to worry about; and sud- 
denly she didn't feel so ashamed. After 
all, it was the Pierre! 


Amazingly, Sasha owned two entire 
floors of the Pierre, one floor for his 
apartment — two bedrooms, living room, 
dining room, den and Olympic-sized 
swimming pool — and the entire under 
floor was devoted to support systems for 
the pool. In her wildest dreams Kate 
never imagined an apartment like this. 
The pool was lit with underwater lights, 
and in the otherwise dark apartment it 
glowed like an iridescent reminder of 
how beautiful money can be. 

‘Sasha must be very rich, whispered 
Kate to no one in particular. 

‘Don't you worry, baby, said Serena, 
as she grabbed Kate by the hand and led 
her on a tour of the apartment. 'Sasha's 
got all kinds of money, more than he 
knows what to do with. Oil, you know — 
it makes mountains out of men.' Kate 
felt а sense of relief flow through her. 
After this night, she figured, she would 
be able to afford a vacation from the butt 
pinchers, St Barthe's, perhaps; she had 
always wanted to go there. Christie 
Brinkley got her picture taken there a 
lot. 

erena adopted a disapproving atti- 

tude as she displayed Sasha's wealth, 
pushing buttons and moving levers as 
bookcases swivelled to reveal reading or 
opium dens, television monitors auto- 
matically lowered, VCR's automatically 
engaged themselves and porno movies 
appeared simultaneously in six-second 
delays across sixteen different screens. 
Sex repeated itself over and over, until it 
wasnt sex anymore, until it was just 
animal aggression: pure and simple ani- 
mal aggression, stripped of all feeling 
and integrity. 

The short tour ended in the rear of the 
apartment, opposite a large double steel 
door with a three-combination bank lock. 
Kate assumed it was a vault where 
Sasha kept his money. She placed her 
left palm against the steel door. It was 
extremely cold and stuck slightly to her 
skin. ‘What’s in here?’ asked Kate, plac- 
ing her other palm against the smooth, 
icy surface. 

‘Just a freezer, honey, replied Serena, 
moving up behind Kate, and in one swift 
motion lifting her Perry Ellis entirely off 
and pressing her bare nipples against 
the freezers doors. They hardened 
instantly. Unconsciously Kate pushed 
back, grinding her ass against Serena. 

‘Hurry, we mustn't keep Sasha wait- 
ing, whispered Serena into Kate’s ear, 
biting the lobe slightly as she danced 
away. 'Let's take a swim. 

he two girls ran like children naked 

to the pool and jumped in. Sasha 
appeared, dressed in large black swim 
Shorts hiked up to conceal his belly and 
with his red scarf still wrapped around 
his neck. He began a frenzied dance 
around the outside of the pool. Sasha 
spun and spun like a dreidal, twisting 
and turning until he could take it no 
more, and then in a fit of dizziness and 
exultation he grabbed one end of his red 
scarf and unwound himself. Eventually 
free of the cloth, his ugly blue scar was 
exposed. Then he toppled into the pool 
head first. 

'Sasha enjoys tempting death,' Serena 
explained. 'He considers himself a 
descendant from the Nátarája side of the 
Siva family: the king of the dancers. For 
Sasha, triumph and joy are celebrated 
through dancing, and the legs are the 


most prized part of the body. That's why 
he shaves them.’ 

‘Oh,’ said Kate. 

Serena hopped out of the pool and sat 
on the Persian carpet which ran all 
along the edge. There she admired her 
own considerable beauty. Kate swam 
towards her as much to be away from 
Sasha as to be close to her. Sasha sub- 
merged himself and became an under- 
water ballistic missile, shooting towards 
Kate with quick underwater strokes. 
Sasha came up behind Kate and pushed 
her against the side of the pool. He 
entered her from behind with short, 
powerful strokes. Kate dug her finger- 
nails into the Persian carpet. Serena 
moved over slightly so she was sitting 
directly in front of Kate's thrashing 
body. Kate had never tasted a woman 
before, never had the urge to, but at that 
moment, with Sasha's big dick firmly 
lodged in her, it would have been a 
ridiculous time to suddenly acquire 
morals. Kate lowered her head into 
Serena's warmth. She enjoyed the expe- 
rience, for it was Serena who had turned 
her on from the start, not Sasha, rich as 
he was. 


‘Sex repeated 
itself over and 
over, until it 
wasn't sex 
anymore, until it 
was just animal 
aggression, 
stripped of all 
feeling and 
integrity' 


The cold water which entered Kate 
upon each of Sasha's thrusts created an 
embryonic effect on Kate's opium-filled 
body. She felt like she was being filled 
up at a gas station and the gas cap was 
lying somewhere on her back. In the pool 
Kate couldn't tell if Sasha came or not, 
but suddenly he pulled away and swam 
into the shallow end with a satisfied look 
on his face. Sasha got out of the pool, 
mumbled something about finding a 
book to read, and disappeared from 
sight. Kate and Serena swam together in 
the deep water, short laps across the 
pool and back. Serena drew Kate oppo- 
site her and whispered in her ear: Tve 
had it. Tonight I end it for good.' 

Kate thought Serena meant she was 
going to stop going steady with Sasha, 
that she was going to end the relation- 
ship. 

Kate was as naive as they come. 

hen Serena told Kate of horrible 

beatings administered to her by 
Sasha, of being forced to partake in 
orgies at the Order of the Nilakantha 
annual fund-raiser, and of picking up 
girls in strange towns. When Serena 
said end it, she meant END it. 

'If you help me, ГЇЇ give you all my 
jewellery. I don't need it, I’m already in 
the will. The jewels are appraised at two 
and a half million dollars; all that for 
just a little help.’ A look of desperation 
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which Kate was familiar with flashed 
across Serena s eyes. 

‘What would I have to do?’ asked Kate, 
breathless, her nervous eyes searching 
out Sasha's presence in the apartment. 
He was behind the bookcase, puffing 
away. Serena .continued: In a minute 
Sasha is going to call you into the sauna. 
Then he will tell me to bring in the 
drinks. I will have put a non-traceable 
knockout pill into his glass, and he will 
pass out. Then I'll smack him over the 

_ head with a frying pan, and we'll tell the 
police he was drinking alcohol and smok- 
ing opium tonight, and he just slipped in 
the sauna and cracked his head open. 
That’s all, just back me up... be my alibi.’ 


‘she quickly 
reminded herself 
of the beatings 
Sasha must have 
given Serena’ 


Kate began to say no, but Serena 
reminded her that if it wasn’t going to be 
her who gets the two and a half million, 
it would be some other girl from some 
other shitty little town. Sasha yelled 
something unintelligible to Kate and 
stomped into the sauna with a robe on. 
Serena looked at Kate and winked. Kate 
followed Sasha into the sauna. 

Inside the sauna, Sasha sat in front of 
Kate and ran his hands up and down her 
long, lovely legs. He looked like a plump 
puppy dog with a dot on his forehead, 
and Kate began to feel sorry for him. But 
she quickly reminded herself of the beat- 
ings Sasha must-have given Serena. 
Serena entered the sauna without hav- 
ing been called. In her arms she bal- 
anced a round tray with three tall 
lemonades, and they all drank greedily. 
Then Kate nervously watched Serena, 
who nervously watched Sasha, who cool- 
ly watched Kate. It began to get very 

ot. 

Kate began to feel sleepy. She vaguely 
remembered being told that she was 
Ganga, the heavenly river, and in order 
for her to go where she wanted to go she 
had to be cut into seven pieces, seven 
individual streams, so as not to flood the 
Earth. Kate wanted to go to St Barthe's. 
It made sense to her. And she never felt 
the biting sharpness of Sasha's saw. 


6 dnd od 9 Ф 


Five pieces of Kate's body were washed 
up in the East River a month later; her 
head, two arms and her torso. The 
remaining two sections, Kate's beautiful 
legs, remained at the Pierre, part of a 
growing, macabre collection hidden 


behind Sasha’s steel doors. 
For a real Siva, the legs are all that 
matters. 


Á BEN HOLLANDER 

was born and raised in 

New York City. A recidi- 

| vistic music video direc- 
‘tor and a former 

Ч employee of Andy 
Warhol Studios, Ben is 


Li now attempting to justify 
his existence through 
travel writing and free- 
lance science fiction. 
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Liz Holliday takes a trip 
out of ordinary reality 
and enters the realm of 
Faerie to sing the 
praises of one of the 
most engaging fantasies 
to zap mortal brains for 
a long time. 


llen Kushner is not your ordinary fanta- 

sy writer. Most writers chalk up an 
impressive list of boring, mundane jobs: 
Kushner's list includes publishing, radio 
broadcasting and writing Choose Your Own 
Adventure game books. 

Perhaps it is unsurprising, therefore, that 
her two novels to date Swordspoint and 
now Thomas The Rhymer are no ordinary 
fantasies. 

‘Thomas came about in a kind of funny 
way. Swordspoint hadn't come out yet. It 
was sold but not in print. | had no idea what 
was going to happen. ! was sure everyone 
else was going to think it was a stupid 
book, and realize how bad it was. | wasn't 
quite sure what | was going to do next. 

'! was footling around, writing Choose 
Your Own Adventure books, and my friend 
Terri Windling was putting together a pack- 
aging deal at the time. She was going to do 
a series of fantasy novels based on ballads. 
She wanted to give Thomas to someone 
else, but | wouldn't let her! 

'Anyway, | wrote the first draft in eight 
weeks. It was a little easier for me to do 
because | had written a play in college 
called Thomas The Rhymer. So | had the 
characters alréady — | had Gavin and Meg 
and Elspeth and Thomas. The play was sort 
of the Meg section of the book. 

‘The other thing | did to help me write 
really quickly is that | wrote everything in 
first person, because for me that's the easy 
thing. It's very interesting when you talk to 
writers. Some of them find that very difficult 


to do; but for me you just think your way 
into somebody's head and then you talk like 
them. What happened, by the way, was that 
the paperback line fell through, but | was 
able to get the rights to the book back.' 

The later book certainly has a looser, less 
mannered feel to it than Swordspoint. 
‘There are still things I’m unhappy with, that 
| wish Га had more years to perfect. But on 
the other hand | think there is a certain 
amount of magic in the book that comes 
from not thinking, from letting intuition take 
over. | think it's just itself, and if Га tried to 
work with it more it might not have been.’ 

The book is closely based on the old folk 
ballad of Thomas the Rhymer, but inevitably 
Kushner has had to make changes: 'Most 
people are familiar with the story through 
the Steeleye Span recording, if at all. That 
was pretty chopped up - they took a lot out 
of it. It’s also in the Oxford Book Of English 
Ballads. | didn't really change anything, 
because there's very little in the ballad: he 
meets the Queen of Elfland on the hillside; 
the challenge is pretty much as it is in the 
book; she takes him with her for seven 
years and says 'you can't speak to anyone 
for seven years’; they go to an orchard and 
she shows him the three roads to heaven, 
hell and Elfland; and then it picks up again 
with him leaving Elfland and being given the 
gift of prophecy. So there's not a lot in the 
ballad, which is great. You just have to use 
it, and start elaborating. The whole Elfland 
section had no plot. | had to construct a 
plot, and | decided the quickest, easiest 
thing to do was to go to another ballad that I 
liked: it's called The Famous Flower Of 
Serving Men. There are lots of ballads in the 
book, actually, like the bit about Thomas's 
son is Young But Daily Growing. 

‘I was very conscious when | was writing 
Thomas that | was writing for people who 
didn't know what a ballad was, and also for 
people who knew better that | did. She 
needn't have worried. She's an uncommon- 
ly good writer, and this is an uncommonly 
good book. 


A LITTLE LIGHT MUSIC 


BY STEVE BURFORD 


<.. and keep us lovers 
When all 

Grows 

Grey.’ 


he minstrels last note 

faded away leaving only 

the smoky silence of zhe 

inn. The silence held: one 

second, two. Then, ‘Takes 

me back.’ The wistful com- 
ment signalled the return to the norrnal 
hubbub of a typical evening at the Sign 
Of The Linden Tree. ‘Reminds me of 
when I was a lad’, ‘Well played minstrel’, 
‘You were never a lad’, ‘Your round I 
think.’ Before the moment he had con- 
jured was too far past and the mood cre- 
ated gone cold, Allern the minstrel did 
his tour of the room, a smile on his face 
and a cap in his outstretched hand. The 
smile was tinged with melancholy, to 
remind the inn’s patrons of the bitter- 
sweet song he had finished with, the сар 
was for whatever coins those patrons 
might feel disposed to throw. 

Five minutes later, Allern was staad- 
ing before the bar, cap back on head, 
coins in pocket and a smile somewaat 
more genuine on his face. 

'Good crowd tonight? the landlord 
asked. 

‘Average.’ Professional caution pre- 
vented Allern from being too enthusias- 
tic. After all, the landlord would be 
expecting his percentage for allowing 
him to perform in his inn. 'You krow 
how it is. Lot of dwarves. Make the most 
noise, get the most sentimental, then 
cough up the least cash.' 

The landlord snorted. He'd been in the 
business a while too. “Ве grateful, and 
hand over your fee. Beats me how a 
young fool like you can have a voice so 
sweet.' 

"Why worry about brains when vou 
can stir their hearts?’ Allern said, set- 
ting his cap at a jaunty angle. 

"Hmph! You going to be spending some 
of this hard-earned cash on food then?’ 

Allern tutted. ‘With so many weal:hy 
customers just aching for the privilege of 
paying for the meal of a talented young 
minstrel? I think not.’ He lowered his 
voice to a conspiratorial whisper. ‘Now, 
who'd you say is a good touch tonight? 
That one?’ 

The landlord shook his grizzled head. 
‘Meat merchant. Doesn't pay up till he 
sees blood.’ 

‘All right, what about that one then” 

‘Bread maker. Used to weighing flour 
by the grain. You'll need weightier cur- 
rency than fine notes with that one.’ 

"Well, what about...’ 

1 will pay for your meal.’ 

he minstrel turned round to look for 

the source of the husky female voice, 
surprised that anyone had overheard his 
whispered words. The voice came from a 
shadowy corner of the inn that he had 
somehow overlooked in his money-gzth- 
ering circuit. The professional in him 


was vaguely annoyed that he could have 
missed any source of possible income. 
The stomach in him was glad that he 
had made up for the error now. He 
moved to join the woman who would be 
his benefactor. The landlord leaned over 
his bar with unusual speed. ‘Not her! he 
hissed. 

Allern laughed. ‘It’s only food I want,’ 
he hissed back, with a mock theatricali- 
ty. ‘I won't cause any trouble.’ He saun- 
tered over to the lady’s table. The land- 
lord went to cross to the other side of his 
bar. He looked to the lady. His resolve 
evaporated. he sank back, muttering: 
"Young fool!’ 

‘Good evening milady,’ Allern doffed 
his cap extravagantly. 

‘Good evening minstrel. Sit,’ a hand 
extended from the dark robes that 
swathed the figure and indicated the set- 
tee opposite her own. Allern sat, trying 
as he lowered himself to catch a glimpse 
of the features that were hidden in the 
depths of the woman’s hood. Some trick 
of the light kept her face in shadows, but 
his attempt had not gone unnoticed. 
‘Shall I make it easier for you?’ With her 
slender hand the lady drew aside her 
hood. And Allern suddenly understood 
part of what the landlord had been try- 
ing to say to him. 

The face before him could at first 
glance have been taken for merely 
human, but a closer inspection revealed 
an inhuman fineness of bone structure, a 
faint pearl sheen to the skin. The lady's 
hair was black, streaked with the white 
of her years, though these made little 
impression on her skin, other than the 
faintest trace of fine lines about her 
mouth and eyes. 

"You have elfblood,’ he half whispered. 

‘It happens,’ she replied. 

‘And you... you're a sorceress.’ 

‘Obviously.’ 

The lady wore no make-up, but on her 
forehead she bore the mark of the initi- 
ate, an intricate pattern of black lines 
coming together to form the shape of a 
flame. She was not beautiful, but she 
was compelling. And, if Allern was to 
believe half the stories he had heard 
since childhood about users of magic, she 
could be very dangerous. 

LU a serving-girl appeared 

at his elbow, almost throwing two 
platters of meat and bread onto the table 
in her haste to get away. The sudden 
loud clatters startled the minstrel. 

"You are my guest,’ the lady said. ‘You 
do not need to be nervous.’ 

‘Are you reading my mind?’ Allern 
said, the words out of his mouth before 
prudence had a chance to keep them in. 

‘Tm reading your body. Its language is 
a deal more obvious. Eat, drink, it will 
calm your nerves.' 

Slowly reaching across the table, 
Allern took bread and meat and set 
about mechanically chewing, keeping his 
eyes on his hostess all the time. The 
woman signalled to the landlord who 
brought over a flagon of wine and two 
cups. The wine was finer than any 


Allern had tasted in that tavern. Only 
the best, he suspected, was served to 
this guest. Before he realized it, he had 
downed his first cup, and he found that 

e was indeed, beginning to feel less ner- 
vous about the formidable person who 
sat only feet away from him. As the 
woman had said, he was her guest. 
What harm could she wish him, and 
what harm could she do him surrounded 
by people, and several of them dwarves? 
Dwarves, he had always been led to 
believe, were particularly resistant to 
magic. She refilled his cup, and he raised 
it to her in a toast. 

After his second cup of wine, Allern 
felt bold enough to rescue the conversa- 
tion. 'May I be forward and ask my 
provider's name? It seems rude to eat 
and drink at your expense without 


knowing that.' 
'Come, come, the lady admonished 
gently. 


Through the fumes of rich wine that 
were now drifting through his mind, a 
memory surfaced. He had made a bad 
move. His earlier unease returned. 
Dealers in magic did not give out their 
names to all and sundry, certainly not to 
wandering singers they met in taverns. 
There was power in a name. 

"What would you call me?' 

he lady's question took him by sur- 

prise. Was this some sort of test? If 
he chose a name that displeased her, 
would he learn at first hand the truth of 
some of those tales that had chilled his 
childhood years? And what would please 
or displease her? His eye fell to the sim- 
ple robe she wore. A phrase from his last 
song came back to him. Well she must 
have liked that, he thought. 'Milady 
Grey, he said, almost with conscious 
thought. 

The lady nodded. ‘Simple but elegant,’ 
she said. ‘Yes, I quite like that. Tonight 
then I am the Lady Grey.’ 

His success, achieved so easily, 
emboldened Allern. He resolved to find 
out more about his hostess. ‘It is said 
that each user of magic has sympathies, 
affinities with one of the elements. Is 
that so? 

‘Putting it crudely, yes, I suppose you 
could say so.’ 

‘And which element, if I may ask, does 
Milady Grey take as her own?’ 

‘Fire,’ she said simply. She moved her 
shoulder slightly, and for the first time 
Allern saw the stone there, set into the 
clasp that fastened her robe. How he 
could have missed it before he did not 
know, for it was a deeper red than the 
wine he drank, and seemed to burn 
within with a flame of its own. 

Fire,’ he said, raising his cup. As he 
drank, he searched his memory for all he 
had heard of magicians and fire. ‘It’s 
said you can see things,’ he said finally. 
His words were slurred slightly, so he 
added more slowly, as if in explanation, 
‘Through fire.’ Lady Grey nodded but 
was silent, as if waiting. ‘Can you show 
me... something? Through fire?’ 

‘What would you see?’ 

Allern leaned forward. ‘Anything,’ he 
said, waving his cup generally in front of 
her face. 

Lady Grey leant to one side, as if 
reaching for something she had down on 
the floor by the table. Allern half stood 
up to see what it was she was reaching 
into, but once again the shadows seemed 
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to baffle him. He sat down again with a 
slight bump. When the woman straight- 
ened she was holding what appeared to 
be three dark green rods in her hands. 
She lay two on the table carefully, then 
unwrapped the third. The dark green 
was a wrapper. As it came undone, 
Allern thought it looked like some sort of 
leaf. The object that finally lay revealed 
in the woman’s palm was a cool pale 
blue. ‘A candle,’ he said, unable to hide 
his disappointment at the sight of some- 
thing so mundane. 

‘What better for seeing with?’ 

‘And you just happen to have them 
with you.’ 

‘So it seems.’ 

he candle was long, almost the 

length of Allern’s forearm, and 
smooth and straight, of finer quality, 
now he looked closely, than any he'd 
ever seen, certainly better than the yel- 
low, crooked efforts that smoked in the 
inn around them. It was an even, 
translucent blue, and unmarked, except 
that along its length something seemed 
to have been wound, presumably when 
the wax was still warm, for it was 
embedded slightly. It spiralled the whole 
length of the candle, and at the top was 
entwined with the wick. ‘How does it 
work?’ 

Lady Grey laughed. ‘Don’t you know 
how to light a candle? She raised the 
candle until its wick touched the flame 
of the lamp fixed to the wall to one side 
of them. It caught light immediately, the 
flame growing swiftly to a tear of clean, 
pale gold light. Lady Grey straightened 
her candle and held it, one hand at its 
base, the other along its side. Allern felt 
his eyes drawn to the brightness she 
held in front of him. He tried to pull 
them away. ‘Look into the flame,’ the 
lady said. Her voice was low, almost gen- 
tle, but Allern found he was compelled to 
do as she told him. And as he looked, he 
began to see. 

irst, shadows, that moved in the 

heart of the flame. Then as he 
watched, the light burned away the 
darkness from the shadows, and they 
became shapes with colour and depth. 
There were huge, lizard-like creatures 
that moved with ponderous majesty over 
a lush green landscape that shook to the 
rhythm of their progress. Razor-wings 
cut through the air. Oily suppleness 
slithered through the undergrowth. And 
sound too! Shrieks and roars and bel- 
lows. Monsters towered with jaws open- 
ing wide, row upon row of ivory teeth, 
reaching for him, reaching through the 
flame! 

‘No! With a reflexive kick, Allern 
thrust himself backwards, off his settee 
to sprawl on the sawdust-strewn floor. 
He scrambled upright, bringing himself 
round quickly to face the woman and the 
horrors she had conjured. She sat there 
unmoved, her candle in front of her, 
extinguished. Its thin trail of smoke rose 
slowly into the air like a silent mockery. 
She gestured for him to sit down again. 
He did so, but shakily. He was glad to 
see that his wine had been replenished. 
He took a deep draft. 'Monsters, he 
gasped, when he finally set the cup 
down. 

‘Perhaps,’ she replied as she carefully 
rewrapped the candle in its protective 
leaf. 'But not really. Not in the proper 
place, the proper time.' 
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‘Proper place?’ 

Lady Grey finished her task, laid 
down the candle, and picked up one of 
the others, unwrapping it as she spoke. 
‘You don’t believe this little world is all 
there is, do you minstrel? Surely you 
can’t think that time past and time to 
come are always just that?’ She smiled. 
‘Look.’ 

Before he could stop her, Grey had lit 
the second candle. Allern only had a 
moment to look at it, to note that it 
seemed identical to the first, except for 
the material wrapped in a spiral around 
it. Then his eyes were drawn to the 
magic of the flame, and the smoky 
colours of the tavern gave way to the 
light of othertime and otherplace. 

No green now. No vegetation, no ani- 
mal life. But the ground still shook, and 
the air was once again cut by shapes in 
flight, and filled with the blares and 
trumpetings of some infernal orchestra. 
Metal. Metal everywhere, twisted, 
moulded, cut in forms that Allern could 
not understand. Buildings, grey stone 
and harsh white that rose up and up and 
seemed to blot out the sky. And through 
it all a stench, a foul, sickly-sweet reek 
that made his eyes sting and his stom- 
ach sick. He retched, wiping his hands 
across tear-blinded eyes. 

hen his vision cleared, he was once 

again looking at the Lady Grey. 
The foul smell in his nose had become 
the faint bitterness of the smoke from 
the extinguished candle. 

‘Different,’ she said. 

‘But still horrible.’ Allern took another 
deep draught to clear his throat of the 
fumes. ‘No life.’ 

‘Oh it was there,’ Grey said, as she 
wrapped up her second candle. ‘It had 
just lost its way.’ 

Allern looked around, suddenly con- 
scious that events at their table must 
have attracted the attention of the other 
patrons of the bar. To his surprise, he 
found that no one was paying them the 
slightest attention in their shaded cor- 
ner. Even the landlord seemed 
engrossed elsewhere, apparently having 
forgotten about Allern and the lady. 
Allern turned back to grey. Two works of 
magic, and no harm done. His fascina- 
tion overpowered his caution. 

‘All right. How do you do it?’ 

‘Simple. She spread her hands. 
‘Apprenticeship at five, twenty years of 
devotion, studying day and night under 
masters of lore, and, of course, certain... 
sacrifices.’ Allern sat back. ‘Personal sac- 
rifices.' Allern moved forward again. ‘Or 
would you prefer the layman’s explana- 
tion?’ 

‘It might be more helpful.’ 

‘Very well. As you can see, the candles 
are no ordinary lumps of wax.’ Her tone 
became faintly musing. ‘Their forming 
takes great skill. However, it’s what is 
bound to them that works the magic.’ 

‘The stuff wound round them?’ 

"Yes. Oh nothing much in itself. Vive 
for the first candle, cloth for the second. 
But it must be taken from the world and 
time you would see. АП things carry 
memories of their surroundings. The 
candles give us light to see them.' 

llern looked blearily at the flame 
deep in the lady's robe clasp. Could 
that work the magic of the candles too? 
His imagination, rendered sluggish and 
now somewhat melancholy by the wine, 


began to form an idea. "There is one 
vision I would really like to see at this 
moment, he said in a faintly maudlin 
tone. 

'A lover?' Grey asked drily. 

‘Yes,’ he said emphatically. A pause, 
then, ‘I think so.’ 

"You've told her that vou love her, and 
she's said she loves you, but you have to 
travel and are away for many days... 
and... nights... and you wonder if she is 
true.' 

'How do you...? Do you know her?' 

A sound came from the lady, that 
might have been a sigh. 'It is a not unfa- 
miliar tale.' 

'Can you help me? Can you let me see 
her now, so that I can see what she does, 
what she's like, when I'm not there?' 

‘My magic is much like your music.’ 

"What do you mean?' 

‘I mean,’ said the lady, leaning for- 
ward, 'that there is a price.' 

Blurred images of caps and coins 
bobbed unsteadily before Allern's inner 
eye. Normally so important, they seemed 
insignificant now. Was it the drink, or 
was it the prospect of seeing his 
Madelaine there and then, of smelling 
her perfume? Of seeing if she was with 
anyone else. 'Of course,' he said. He fum- 
bled with the locket he wore round his 
neck. ‘I have here...’ 

‘A lock of her hair,’ the lady completed. 
‘Yes, there’s usually a lock of hair.’ 

llern continued fumbling with 

slightly offended dignity. The catch 
seemed to be unusually difficult to 
spring. When finally he had undone it, 
and removed the long strands of raven 
hair nestled within, the lady had already 
unwrapped her third candle. It was long 
and pale blue just like the previous two, 
but had nothing wrapped around it. 
‘Just happen to have an empty one eh?’ 
he quipped, as he handed over the hair 
he had sworn never to part with. 

‘Just so,’ she replied, deftly twisting 
the hair around the candle, fastening it 
at the apex to the wick. The job done, 
she held the candle up straight in front 
of her. Allern bobbed impatiently on his 
settee. ‘I’m ready. I'm ready,’ he said. 

‘Before the flame, I ask one last time, 
if you be willing.’ 

‘Yes, yes. Go on.’ The peculiar formali- 
ty of the woman’s words passed him by. 

‘So let it be.’ The candle broke into 
flame. 

At first the excitement of anticipation 
was too much for him, and the play of 
light and shadow, yellow, blue and black 
would not resolve into images he could 
recognize. He was on the point of com- 
plaining when the flame shuddered, a 
ripple of blue-green passed through the 
gold, and Allern suddenly realized he 
was looking upon the blue-green folds of 
Madeline’s dress, as she wove her way 
around her father’s tavern serving his 
customers with ale and sauciness, both 
їп generous quantities. His heart 
swelled as he looked on the scene, as the 
rich smells from the tavern in the vision 
wafted over him. Ah, Madelaine and the 
Sign of the Green Goat. How he loved 
them both. 

‘Come away with me tonight 
Madelaine.’ The voice was guttural and 
well-oiled by ale. Berone! Allern’s knuck- 
les tightened. There was orc in that buf- 
foon, he’d swear to it. 

‘Not tonight you old rogue.’ Even 


through the flame, the sound of 
Madelaine’s voice made Allern’s blood 
pound. ‘I already have a lover.’ 

‘Him!’ Allern couldn't tell where tais 
exclamation came from. Uncomfortadly 
enough, it seemed to come from several 
parts of the room. 

‘He’s not handsome.’ 

‘No, he’s not.’ 

‘He’s not rich.’ 

‘No he’s not.’ 

‘And he’s no good at...’ 

‘And that’s enough from you.’ The rib- 
ald laughter brought Allern’s blood to 
his cheeks. 

‘So why keep to him then Maddy, 
when you could have one of us?’ 

adelaine stood with her pretty 

hands on her astonishingly beauti- 
ful hips and surveyed the entire room. 
‘Because listening to you for the rest of 
my days would be like spending my life 
with a pack of howling wild dogs,’ she 
said pertly. ‘I want music and laughter 
in my life. And Allern can give me both. 
I'd rather be moved to tears or dancing 
by my husband's lute than have all the 
wealth you lot could offer me. Besides,’ 
she added practically, ‘when father dies 
‘he’s going to leave us his tavern anyway, 
so well be well provided for thank you.' 

The image swam before Allern's tear- 
filled eyes. Yes, Madelaine: her beauty, 
her wit, and her father's tavern. How he 
loved her! He wiped his eyes with his 
sleeve. When he looked back to the can- 
dle, it was out. ‘Thank you,’ he said, with 
a soft sigh. It had been worth the cost of 
the hairs. He’d make sure he refilled the 
locket when next he saw his lover. He 
grinned foolishly to himself, swirling the 
remains of his wine round his cup as he 
contemplated the reunion. The lady 
wrapped up her candle. 

With a decisive gesture, Allern fling 
back the last of the wine and replaced 
the cup on the table with a thump. ‘Good 
night to you my lady Grey,’ he said. ‘Be 
blessed for what you’ve done tonight, for 
you've made a foolish young man truly 
happy.’ 

‘I will be more than blessed, foolish 
young man,’ she said. ‘I will be paid.’ 

‘Oh, of course. Of course,’ Allern fum- 
bled in his money pouch. 

‘Not with money,’ the lady quietly. 

Allern stopped his fumbling and 
grinned slowly. Well, why not? With 
Madelaine’s constancy assured he could 
afford to be a little complacent. It wasn’t 
as if she knew a sorcerer with a candle 
who could keep an eye on him. 

‘And not with that either,’ the lady 
added. 

llern sat back, puzzled. Vague mem- 

ories about sorcerers and the pay- 
ment they exacted for their services 
began to whisper in the back of his 
mind. It occurred to him that he should 
have been more specific about the price 
of her magic when first Lady Grey had 
mentioned it. ‘What would you have 
then?’ 

The lady sat back, her cup clasped 
between her hands. For the first time, 
Allern realized that she had not refilled 
that cup in all the time they had keen 
talking together. Finally she breathed 
out one word. ‘Music.’ 

The tension that had started to build 
in him faded away. ‘Another song? With 
pleasure. Though I can’t say my finger- 
ing will be all it should be after your 


excellent wine.’ 

He pulled his lute into position and 
strummed the strings. Lady Grey 
reached across the table and laid her 
hand on his. ‘You still misunderstand,’ 
she said. 

She sat back, but Allern could still feel 
the coolness of her fingers on his flesh. It 
was as if she held him still. You are a 
minstrel. You have a gift for creating 
beauty through music. You sing cf your 
life, and of the life of others. Well think 
of my life minstrel. There has not been 
much music there.' 

"You... you... have magic. What do you 
need for music for?' 

“ОҺ yes, I have magic, powerful magic. 
But it was hard won, and, as I said at 
the start of this pleasant interlude, at 
the cost of many sacrifices: youth, free- 
dom, love. And music. Magic has been 
my lover, but it has never sung to me. 
Like Madelaine, there have been times 
when I ached to give myself to the 
rhythm of my lover's music, but though 
magic has kept me moving, it has never 
led me in a dance. But when I listened to 
you earlier, I knew my chance had come 
to change that. I will sweeten the jour- 
neys that still lie ahead of me. With 
music.' 

llern looked around him anxiously. 

He was in a tavern, surrounded by 
people of different races. No harm could 
possibly come to him in such a setting. 
So he kept telling himself. But when he 
looked, he saw the people seemed dis- 
tant, dimmer in some way —Ше noises 
they made, muffled. He tried to rise from 
his seat, to reach out to the receding fig- 
ures, but found that he could not. 

'Shadows, the lady said, waving her 
hand dismissively at the room. 'Easily 
kept at bay by one who knows the ways 
of light.’ 

Now, Allern understood how the lady 
had gone unseen until she had called to 
him, and finally he understood too the 
very real danger in which he had so 
blithely placed himself. Fear sobered 
him completely. "What do you want of 
me? 

Although he had not seen her reach 
for them, he now saw that she had three 
new candles on the table in front of her, 
and that she was unwrapping each one 
as she spoke. ‘Look at this,’ she said, as 
if ignoring for the moment his question. 
‘Wound with the sinews of a Kee-Mah 
bird. When I light this, I can hear the 
music it makes as the two suns of its 
world set, and the night is plunged into 
scented darkness. Or this. This is drag- 
on’s skin around the candle. Have you 
ever seen a dragon? Have you heard the 
song they sing as they sink to death? Ah, 
and then there’s this,’ and she held up 
the last of her candles. In size and quali- 
ty it was the same as the others except it 
had nothing wound round it, and it was 
a different colour. "This candle speaks 
philosophy to me when lit. A keepsake to 
remind me of a very brilliant man.' She 
paused, and lifted the candle so that the 
tip was gently rubbing back and forth 
across her lips. 'Can you guess what I 
had to take from him to make the magic 
work? The candle was the colour of 
blood. 

Slowly and carefully, the Lady Grey 
put away the candles and then leant 
across the now empty table to look close- 
ly at Allern. All about them was dark- 


ness. The tavern, with its lights and 
sounds, was completely gone. ‘Now,’ she 
said. ‘What shall I take to remind me of 
you? 

or perhaps the first time in his life, 

Allern was speechless. Whether it 
was magic or pure terror that held him 
in its grip he could not tell, but move- 
ment was impossible. He could only sit 
and stare into the lady’s eyes and the 
greedy fire that now seemed to flicker 
within them. 

‘Are you frightened minstrel?’ the lady 
asked softly. Allern nodded mutely. 
Pretense, he knew, was pointless. ‘Are 
you... terrified?’ Again, a nod. ‘Do I seem 
very dark, very... terrible?’ 

‘Yes.’ It was more of a croak, than a 
word. 

There was silence, a long-drawn com- 
plete absence of sound while the Lady 
Grey held the life of the minstrel in the 
palm of her hand. Finally, she spoke. 
‘Good.’ She pulled up her hood as if mak- 
ing ready to leave, the shadows conceal- 
ing her face and burning eyes once 
again. ‘Then consider that my gift to you. 
Not this meal, not this wine. And in 
return, I will take these.’ 

She leant across, and with a sharp tug 
plucked from his head three of the many 
long, dark hairs that flowed so copiously 
to his shoulders. These she took into the 
folds of her cloak, and when they were 
safe, she raised her cup in a toast to the 
singer and threw back the last of her 
wine. 

Allern felt relief wash over him as a 
physical sensation. It was accompanied 
by a flood of light and sound. The tavern 
returned. He sat drenched in sweat, 
heart racing, and looked at the lady. 
When finally he could speak, his voice 
was hoarse. ‘Your gift,’ he swallowed, ‘is 
a hard one to receive.’ 

The lady laughed. It was a beautiful 
sound. ‘But it is one that will grow,’ she 
said, ‘and is of so much more value than 
meat and drink. What did you think I 
would take? Your blood? Your heart? 
When I could conjure Madelaine with so 
much less? Do you know what burning 
flesh smells like?’ 

Allern started to laugh, but stopped 
when he heard the hysterical edge to the 
sound. 

‘Our crafts are much alike minstrel,’ 
the lady said, rising to he: feet. ‘To the 
uninitiated both seem simple. Yet we 
know that both are the product of much 
hard work. Of sacrifice. Of experience. 
And what rich experience I have given 
you this night. What sensations! Go 
forth minstrel, and turn them into 
songs. Tell the world about the mysteri- 
ous Lady Grey who turned your heart to 
ice with her flames. I shall go too, 
searching for new lands and new visions 
to capture in my wax, taking the memo- 
ry of your music witt me. And one night, 
far from here, I shall light a candle :o 
you, and perhaps I'll hear the song you 
make of me. Only, please, as a favour. 
Make me beautiful.' 


**999 


'Hey minstrel. There's folks new-arrived 
here want music with their meat.’ 

Allern turned to answer the landlord's 
shout. ‘One moment. I must... there's 
things... Just one moment. He turned 
back to the lady. She was gone. 
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When Roger Obst and his friend Chris 
Martino involuntarily made contact with 
strange, seemingly supernatural forces 
from the OtherSyde, their first reaction 
was one of caution. But Roger, soon real- 
ized that he could use the strange powers 
to get his own back on the world. For 
instance, he can hurt those who have 
hurt him. Circle their photographs with 
a red X, and they die. And if the world 
has denied him the opportunity to exer- 
cise a little lust now and then — well, 
things are different now... Roger Obst is 
on the verge of surrendering his soul to 
an exterior force, the Eaters, but hat may 
not be enough for him to achieve his 
dreams — even the good life has its down 
side. 


t wasnt good enough. 
It had said Roger would know 
soon enough what had been 
done, that Huntingdon had been 
dealt with, and that he had 
played his part well. 

Red X in the red circle, was all it said. 

It wasn't good enough. 

He hadn't been there, hadn't seen it 
happen. Not seeing it made it less real, 
satisfying. That was why he'd wanted to 
wait before acting on the red circles, so 
he could make sure he'd be in a position 
to enjoy it. Timing, he knew, was every- 
thing. But the Eaters had demanded 
something for appetizers. 

To make up for it, he wanted some- 
thing more. 

And he knew just what it was. 

He stood in the darkness of his room, 
leaning forward over the storage locker 
on the floor and peering out the window. 
The woman next door had come home 
ten minutes ago, with yet another man. 
He had gone immediately to his usual 
position by the window; soon the show 
would begin in earnest. 

Then he remembered what it had told 
him. 

Anything is yours provided you are 
strong enough to take it. His decision 
was made even before he saw the bed- 
room light go on. 

‘I want her, he said. 

No further explanation was needed. It 
would know what he was talking about. 

From the box behind his bed, a tick- 
ing. 

Yes. 

‘Now. 

A long pause, then: wait. 

He kept watch through the window. 
She stepped out of view, and the light 
went off. Another moment passed. 

he room grew suddenly cold, as it 
had earlier. He rubbed his arms 
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through the fabric of his shirt. 

Then, so suddenly that it startled him, 
the command came. Go. Roger moved as 
quietly as he could. He stepped down the 
hall, and out the back door, letting the 
screen door close without banging. It 
was chilly outside. A brisk wind flapped 
his shirt against his chest as he navigat- 
ed his way in the darkness down the 
slight drop between the two houses, com- 
ing up by the side door. He tried the 
knob, found it unlocked, and_ slowly 
opened it. 

He poked his head inside, half-expect- 
ing someone to throw him out. But it 
was quiet inside. Even the ticking of the 
wall clock sounded muffled, as though 
wrapped in cotton. He took a cautious 
step, gently closing the door behind him. 
The house was sparsely furnished, just 
an old sofa and two director’s chairs in 
the living room, arranged in front of the 
TV. 

He moved forward another few paces, 
cringing at every creak in the floor- 
boards, even though he suspected, given 
the silence around him, that those inside 
the house probably wouldn't hear him if 
he had been twice as noisy. 

Roger passed the, bathroom and 
jumped when he saw a man sitting on 
the floor beside the sink, his head lolling 
on his chest, his shirt half off. His eyes 
were closed, as though in sleep. Roger 
determined the man was still breathing 
before moving on. 

Towards the bedroom. 

he was lying on the bed, dressed only 

in a bra and half-slip, her dress 
caught around one foot where she had 
been removing it. Her underclothes were 
red, and shimmered where the moon- 
light touched them. Satin. He stepped 
closer. Her mouth was formed in a curi- 
ous half-smile, and Roger wondered if 
she had been smiling like that when it 
had touched her, had been smiling in 
anticipation of what was to come. 

But now, eyes closed, she was smiling 
only for him. ~ 

He went to her, and dared himself to 
touch her leg. It was warm to his hand, 
and softer than he had imagined. He let 
his hand slide up, roaming where he 
wished, lingering over the crests and 
valleys of her body. His groin ached, and 
his movements became faster. He tugged 
at the satin waistband until her panties 
were pulled to her feet. Her bra was still 
fastened behind her, where he couldn't 
get to it, so he contented himself with 
sliding it up over her breasts so that it 
rested below her chin like a bib. 

He kneaded, stroked. At last he had 
access to everything he had ever wanted, 
everything he had dreamed of and 


squinted at through the wire mesh 
screen of his window. 

And yet it was wrong. No matter what 
he did, she continued to lie without mov- 
ing, her expression dreamy and uninter- 
ested. It wasn’t right. She should react 
when he touched her. They were sup- 
posed to react. 

He shucked his pants and shorts and 
climbed on top of her. He felt between 
her legs but couldn't find where every- 
thing was supposed to go. He ground 
against her, growing more frustrated. 
Her smile now seemed almost to mock 
him, as though he knew she had never 
done this before, knew that he was lost. 

She wouldnt laugh if it was HIM, 
Roger thought, remembering the man he 
had seen in the bathroom. 

Then, as if in response, she moved 
beneath him. For a moment, he was ter- 
rified. Had it stopped working? Had it 
abandoned him suddenly? She peered 
out through heavy-lidded eyes at a place 
where his head would have been if he 
were ten inches taller. 

‘Richard,’ she murmured, 'yessss.' 

Must be the name of the guy in the 
bathroom. 

Then she reached down to guide him, 
but as soon as her hand, touched him, he 
felt himself tense, then suddenly 
explode. 

‘Shit! Roger said, ‘shit!’ He hadn't 
even gotten close. 

‘Oooh, poor baby, she said, slurring 
her words sleepily, seeing not him but 
another. ‘It’s OK... happens to everyone 
some time or other... come on.’ 

he reached for him, but he pulled 

back, repelled. She lay cradling noth- 
ing in her arms. He crawled off the bed, 
cursing himself and sobbing, and tripped 
backwards over his pants. He landed 
hard on the floor. 

Above him, she giggled, murmuring 
something to the night. 

‘Bitch, he cried. His face was wet. 
He'd dreamed about being with a woman 
for so long, reading the magazines, wait- 
ing, wondering — it wasn't supposed to be 
like this! 

She began to move on the bed, as 
though her lover — her real lover — 
were on top, moving with her. Her 
sounds were infuriating; they drilled 
into his heart like a blade. 

With a cry, Roger lunged from the 
room, past the bathroom, and out the 
side door, not slowing until he had found 
his own front door, and ran inside. He 
rushed to his room and slammed the 
door, throwing himself on his bed. 

He cried until nearly morning. 

Stupid, he thought, stupid, stupid, 
stupid. 

As the sun rose, he heard a sound 
from the closet, a reassuring sound that 
was his only other friend, the only one 
who had not mocked him. 

Next time, it said. Next time. 
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palding waited in the alley; it 
was cold; dark; smelled of rot- 
ten food. He bobbed up and 
down rhythmically on the 
balls of his feet, to calm his 
nerves and to keep warm, 
while his right hand fingered the 
revolver in his pocket. ‘Come on. you 
son-of-bitch! he whispered to himself, 
beginning to wish he hadn't sent Bloc 
the note after all, that he had just let it 
drop and quietly forgotten what he sus- 
pected — what he knew. For a moment 
he was lost in this thoughts, then he 
snapped suddenly out of it, his head 
jerking about to the call of some hidden 
sense, his grip tightening on the gun. 

'Hello,' said Bloc quietly. He had come 
fifty feet up the dark alley-way and 
Spalding hadn't heard or seen a thing. 
Bloc was just there, twenty feet away 
now, his eyes gleaming darkly, his hands 
buried deep in the pockets of his brown 
leather jacket. 

‘I... I’m armed! Spalding stuttered, 
half moving to bring the gun out into 
view. 

Bloc nodded. 

‘Don't try a damned thing! Spalding 
warned. ‘ left a letter...’ 

"With a friend, to be opened in the 
event that anything should happen to 
you, yes, I know,’ Bloc murmured. ‘I read 
your note.' 

"There's enough information in that 
letter to lead them right to you, so just 
don't try anything, OK? 

Bloc nodded again, taking his hands 
out and waving them in the air. 'No 
problem,' he grinned. 

Spalding was silent for a while, but 
his breathing was hard, ragged. Bloc 
was being much too cool. He thought 
about taking the gun out right there and 
just shooting him, but that would be 
throwing away his chance. He had the 
deal all worked out in his head - just a 
matter of how to go about putting it into 
words. 

‘You know why we're here!’ he said 
finally, not quite as assuredly as he'd 
intended. 

Bloc raised an eyebrow, as if to say, 
‘Do I? 

"You damn well do! Spalding said. 'I 
know, OK? I know it was you who killed 
those people, and I know you're.... you're 
not exactly... normal! 

loc said nothing, but his expression 

was coldly dangerous. ‘I saw you,’ 
Spalding continued, ‘when you lived at 
the Cedar Flats. I lived right upstairs 
from you, you see. I saw you that night, 
when you came tearing down Rathbone 
Road at about ninety miles an hour and 
jumped — jumped for Christ’s sake — 
up to a fourth floor window. The follow- 
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ing day they found two bodies down by 
the river, torn to shit. I knew right then 
you did it.’ 

Bloc inclined his head. His hands were 
back in his pockets. ‘You can’t prove a 
thing,’ he said. 

‘I dont have to prove it — I know. All I 
have to do is put the cops on the scent of 
you and they'll do the proving.’ 

There was a silence. Bloc seemed to be 
considering. This was the first time 
Spalding had ever spoken to him, or 
even seen him this close. He was sur- 
prised that the killer should be calm, so 
quietly spoken. 

‘What do you want from me?’ Bloc said 
at last. ‘I have no money, nothing. 
You've gone to all this trouble to track 
me down — you must know that at least.’ 

“1 do, Spalding nodded, ‘I do. You're 
unemployed, your victims are all tramps 
and vagrants and you don't even bother 
robbing them. But what I want from you 
is...’ He groped for the words. ‘I’m offer- 
ing you... a partnership of sorts. You go 
on killing — I don't tell anybody — but...’ 
he stalled again, sniggered nervously,... 
but you let me come with you, you let me 
watch! 

Fe a long, long moment, Bloc made 

no reply, but a smile began to play 
across his features which gradually 
developed into a low, almost mocking 
laugh. Spalding felt his unease balloon 
up within him, erecting the hairs on the 
back of his neck as if in some porcupine- 
like effort at protection. Yet again, his 
hand was tight on the gun. 

‘You're one sick voyeur, Bloc said 
finally, the laugh fading back into his 
throat. He did not indicate either agree- 
ment or disagreement with Spalding’s 
proposal. 

"You can talk! Spalding managed, 
though his whole body was shaking 
under his clothes. ‘I’ve been following 
your career. Since you moved from the 
flats, I make it sixteen, give or take.’ 

Bloc smiled; grinned. ‘Sixteen that 
they've found, he said, his voice a 
hushed growl. Spalding almost pissed 
his pants. There was something utterly 
chilling about Bloc’s voice, about the way 
he looked when he spoke just then. 

‘What the fuck are you?’ Spalding’s 
own voice was suddenly hoarse. The gun 
was in his hand, pointed at Bloc’s mid- 
dle, he was slightly happy to see that. 
Although he was scared shitless, some 
protective instinct was aware enough to 
be taking care of him. 

Bloc cocked his head to one side. ‘You 
want to know, Ill tell you,’ he said. ‘But 
first, you tell me. What do you really 
want from me?’ 

Spalding swallowed a mouthful of spit. 
“1 told you, I want to be there, when 


you... do it! I want to see.’ 

"Why? 

‘Tm a writer. I want to write it down.’ 

‘Why?’ 

‘For Christ’s sake, I said I’m a writer — 
it’s what I do!’ 

Bloc shook his head. "There's more. 
Tell me why you want to do this. You're 
risking your life — it’s not just out of pro- 
fessional interest. What do you really 
want?' 

palding's heart was pounding like a 

Steam-train. Bloc's tone was menac- 
ing, and he hadn't much liked that bit 
about him, risking his life. ‘I’m a horror 
writer, OK?’ he said, finally deciding to 
tell the whole truth. ‘I write stories, 
books, blood and guts stuff, you know. 
Lately I haven't been able to come up 
with much - fucking writers block! 
Started with a few dry days, then weeks, 
then months. I haven’t written a bloody 
word since Christmas. I need new expe- 
riences, new stimuli.’ He paused, a little 
deflated, for he hadn’t admitted any of 
this before, not even to himself. ‘I need 
to see it for real.’ 

Bloc was sniggering again, leaning 
against a wall now. Spalding’s gun hand 
had lowered when he'd been speaking. 
Now it flashed back up. ‘Don’t laugh at 
me!’ he spat, the venom of his voice over- 
coming his fear. Bloc shut up. 

‘Now you tell me,’ Spalding said. ‘How 
do you jump up to a fourth floor window? 
How do you tear people apart with your 
bare hands?’ 

There was an awkward silence. Now it 
was Bloc’s turn to be edgy. ‘I don’t know,’ 
he said, shaking his head. ‘I don’t know, 
I just do it — have to do it" 

"Why? Spalding enjoyed asking. He 
made sure the gun was very visible, 
cocked, aimed and ready to fire. 

‘It started a long time ago, Bloc 
explained. “Т was barely a kid. I got sick, 
really really sick, nearly died. But just 
as I felt it coming — death — I realized 
something. I knew that if I could kill 
someone, if I could take their... their 
power, their life... then I could live too. 
So I did it. Somehow I found the 
strength, found a victim, and that’s how 
it began. I’ve been killing ever since and 
when I try to stop I get sick again. 
Killing keeps me alive, keeps me healthy 
— more than healthy. That's where I get 
the super-powers, if that's what you call 
them.’ He paused, looking at Spalding, 
looked at the gun. ‘I’m not going to stop, 
Mister Spalding — yes, I know your 
name. I remember you from Cedar Flats. 
Im not going to stop, because I’m not 
going to die.’ 

or several seconds Spalding could 

not find his tongue. Bloc was stand- 
ing erect, almost proud, almost daring 
him to pull the trigger. But that wasn’t 
part of the plan. 

‘You don’t have to stop,’ Spalding said 
quietly. ‘Just let me go with you, let me 
watch and write my book. That’s my 
only interest in you, or in what you do. 
Inspiration. I don’t give two shits about 
the tramps and vagabonds you kill.’ 

‘What’s in it for me?’ Bloc asked. 

Now Spalding smiled. ‘Well, for one, I 
don’t kill you. For two, I don’t tell the 
cops. For three — well — I stand to 
make a pretty penny out of this venture, 
if all goes well. ГЇЇ pay you. Good money 
for your services. I'll make it well worth 
your while.’ 


Bloc seemed to consider this. For the 
first time since he had entered the alley, 
he was not emanating dark menace. . 

‘Do we have a deal?’ Spalding asked, 
his voice carrying nervous enthusiasm. 
His confidence was slowly growing. 

‘I guess we do,’ Bloc murmured slowly. 

‘All right,’ Spalding cried, his features 
exploding into a wide grin, ‘all right!’ 

‘Just one thing, though,’ Bloc injected. 
‘If you write about it, people are going to 
read about it, including the police. 
Questions are bound to be asked.’ 

Spalding shook his head, his smile 
still wide. ‘Just because I’ve been unin- 
spired these last few months doesn’t 
mean I'm not a great writer, ‘cause I am. 
The way I write it, no one’s going to con- 
nect me to you. All I want is the gore, to 
see it, experience it. Then I know I'll be 
able to translate it onto paper, make a 
million.’ 

Bloc nodded but said nothing. 

‘So when do we start?’ Spalding asked. 

‘Tonight. Now.’ 

Spalding emitted a tiny laugh which 
faded in seconds. ‘Fuck, you're serious.’ 

Bloc looked him right in the eyes. 
‘Come on if you're coming,’ he said. ‘It 
happens anyway, whether you're there 
or not.’ He turned and began to move 
back up the alley. 

‘OK, Spalding called, trotting after 
him but not getting too close, ‘but 
remember I’ve still got this.’ He waved 
the gun before depositing it back in his 
pocket. 


**999 


he canal had not been used in years. 

From a well-worked waterway, it 
had degenerated into a dumping ground 
for everybody's rubbish, a haven for 
thousands of rats, a frequenting place 
drunks and vagrants. 

Bloc stood in the shadows. Ten feet 
away, shivering with cold and nerves, 
Spalding was also hidden. 

"Those two,' Bloc said. 

‘I dont see a thing, Spalding whis- 
pered back. 

"There,' Bloc pointed. i 
Gradually Spalding’s eyes penetrate 
the darkness of the canal bank until he 
could make out two huddled forms half 
concealed under a bridge fifty yards from 
where he stood. Seconds passed into 
minutes, and he could see that the two 
were definitely drunks, vagrants. They 
were passing something between them 
every now and again; a bottle no doubt, 

wrapped in grubby brown paper. 

Something shot through Spalding’s 
body, a mixture of thrill and horror at 
the thought that he was looking at two 
people who would be dead within a very 
short time. Dead; murdered; butchered 
awfully. Two human beings, and he 
would stand by and watch, noting each 
movement, each small detail of their 
deaths. He could almost visualize it, 
even now, before it had begun, the blood 
spurting, the thin snapping of brittle 
bone. Ridiculously he realized that such 
vivid images as were now running riot 
through his brain were exactly what had 
eluded him over the past few months, 
that his imagination had returned and 
he need not now go through with the 
plan. But at this stage he had no choice. 
Bloc had already stripped off down to 
the waist and removed his shoes in 


preparation for the kill. Spalding had 
made a deal — he would have to follow 
through. The alternative was to kill Bloc 
right now — the gun seemed to bulge 
heavily in his pocket — but he knew 
that, in his present state, he probably 
wouldn’t even be able to do that. No, 
there was no choice. He had to follow 
through, just like hed planned. He 
reached into an inside pocket of his coat 
and pulled out a pencil and pad. His 
hands were slow to respond, as if he 
were wearing several pairs of thick, 
woollen gloves. The whole world seemed 
suddenly to impress itself upon him as if 
through multiple layers of cotton wool. 
He was remote and aloof, but the 
thoughts, the visions were still galloping 
through his head, making him nauseous, 
sick. 

‘Ready? Bloc asked over his shoulder. 
His bare back was alive with rippling 
muscles. 

Spalding could see the wicked flash of 
his smile. Tm ready, he heard himself 
say. 

‘Follow as quick as you can, then, Bloc 
said, ‘or you'll miss all the fun.’ And with 
that, he was moving, almost gliding 
through the air, not touching the 
ground. Spalding pattered after him, but 
could not hope to keep up. Before he had 
covered half the distance, Bloc was on 
the two tramps. And even in the intense 
darkness, Spalding could see all that 
happened. 

heir deaths did not last a minute, 

but every second of that seemed to 
be stretched by their screams into an 
hour. Bloc lifted the first one he found 
with a jerk which broke the man’s skin- 
ny arms, then he proceeded to twist that 
arm again and again so that the bone 
popped out of its socket and the muscles 
began to tear asunder. With another 
jerk, Bloc tore the arm off altogether and 
threw it away. The vagrant’s face was a 
frozen mask of open eyes and mouth. 
The scream that escaped his cracked lips 
was so high pitched, it could have come 
from a woman. The man fell to his knees 
and Bloc turned his attention to the 
other tramp, even drunker than his com- 
panion. He had been shouting, strug- 
gling to get to his feet, and when he 
finally made it Bloc grabbed him and, in 
one quick movement, tore away his coat 
and shirt. He then proceeded to deliver 
swift, sharp punches to the body. 

Spalding skidded to a halt just feet 
away in time to hear the ribs snap and 
shatter beneath the blows. Then he 
looked on in pale horror as the man slid 
to the ground, blood pouring from his 
mouth, while Bloc dived on him, eager 
fingers digging into the flesh of the 
bruised chest. While Spalding watched, 
Bloc’s probing hands found the sternum, 
gripped it, and bent it up and outwards, 
ripping a gaping hole in the unfortunate 
tramp. He then proceeded to dig out the 
organs, ripping them from their natural 
cavities and tossing them at Spalding’s 
feet. In seconds the writer had numbly 
noted a steaming, stinking liver, lungs, 
heart — still pumping — and various 
other bits and pieces which, for the 
moment, he was at a loss to name. 
Nauseously, he fell to his knees, the pad 
and pencil forgotten, one hand going up 
to his mouth in an effort not to vomit. 

Bloc turned his attention back to the 
first vagrant; the man had collapsed in a 


heap, the stump of his ruined arm leak- 
ing black blood. His screams began 
again as Bloc picked him up, slapping 
him open-handedly but viciously across 
the cheeks. Spalding could hear the 
facial bones crack. 

Bloc continued the assault until the 
man’s face was a dark pulp, then he 
began smacking the back off the head 
against the wall of the bridge, gradually 
strengthening the blows until the skull 
caved in and the tramp’s voice died in 
his throat. Finally, Bloc took to tearing 
the remnants of the skull apart, his 
hands darting into the cranial cavity and 
scooping out fistfuls of grey brain mat- 
ters. When the head was reduced to no 
more than a bloody stump hung with a 
grotesquely twisted lower jaw, he let the 
body fall. 

Bloc stood tall, broad, breathing in the 
air in huge lungfuls, his face like a car- 
nivorous animal, his body popping with 
muscles and veins. His arms, up to the 
elbows, were gloves of blood. He stood for 
another moment, looking at the scenes of 
carnage that had been men, and then he 
moved to the edge of the canal, and, 
kneeling, began to wash away the blood 
in the grimy water. 

palding, too, looked at the shattered 

bodies of the two winos. So this was 
it, he had seen it. He had witnessed 
every detail with his own eyes. This was 
what the characters he created so oblivi- 
ously on paper were supposed to do to 
each other. The pad lay on the ground 
where he had dropped it; a puddle of 
blood was gathering around it. He hadn’t 
taken a single note. He looked to where 
Bloc was still washing; the man was not 
human. The gun was heavier than ever 
in his pocket, almost sentiently making 
its presence known, begging to be used. 
For a moment, Spalding nearly gave in 
to the impulse. 

But then he pulled himself together; 
this, after all was what he had wanted to 
see, what he needed in order to succeed 
in his chosen profession. With infinite 
care, he bent and picked up the pad, 
then he rose back to his feet. Half the 
pages were sodden and useless. He 
found one that was not and lifted the 
pencil to write. Again he looked at the 
corpse, cooling now in death, but still 
stinking terribly. He did not retch. He 
tried to be impassive, and observe. 
Slowly, meticulously, he began to write, 
trying to capture everything he had seen 
for future reference. 

The book was nearing completion. 
Spalding had gone with Bloc nine times 
after that first night, and witnessed the 
deaths of sixteen more people. The first 
few times it had been tramps and 
vagrants again, and Spalding had quick- 
ly overcome his distaste and recorded 
everything as it happened, and had even 
begun to enjoy the experience of watch- 
ing a human being torn to shreds. Each 
night, after it was finished, he went 
home and worked feverishly at the type- 
writer, transcribing his experiences 
down on paper, melding and moulding 
them to fit into the plot of his book. 

He had early decided to use an alien 
as his anti-hero, an unfortunate being, 
trapped on the planet Earth and unable 
to survive unless it murdered frequently 
and horribly. At first he had thought to 
make the beast a straight vampire, but 
since Bloc was not in the habit of vampi- 
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rizing his victims, he abandoned that 
idea. It was Bloc himself who suggested 
that the creature should thrive on pain, 
as it appeared he himself did; for the 
more violently and hideously he slaugh- 
‘tered the unfortunates he chose, the 
more he felt it benefited him and warded 
off his sickness. So an alien it was, an 
alien who could take the form of a man, 
an alien not unlike Bloc himself, but just 
unlike enough so that no one could put it 
together. 

he work progressed quickly, and 

Spalding knew it was a masterpiece, 
unmatched and unmatchable, unless 
other horror writers took to teaming up 
with depraved murderers. He read the 
drafts again and again, even let Bloc 
read them, and sniggered silently to 
himself. King and Barker and all the 
others could go and write children’s 
books after this was published. 

But after the fourth set of murders, 
something began to go wrong. The char- 
acters in the book were not all drunks 
and winos, and they were not all male. 
Spalding needed to see Bloc kill other 
types of people. Of course, he could still 
finish the book without that, but it 
would give it just that little bit extra if 
he could see it happening to people more 
akin to his own creations. He talked to 
Bloc about it, but the big man didn’t like 
the sound of it. Vagrants get killed, in a 
big city like this, nobody takes much 
notice, he said. But real, normal people 
start getting ripped to shreds, and then 
the police really start looking. 

Spalding had come to know Bloc by 
then. The killer was afraid of being 
caught; not just of being caged, but of 
what else might happen. They would 
probe and pry until they found what 
made him tick, they would dig into his 
mind to discover what he really was. It 
scared the shit out of him. It had taken 
all Spalding’s skill and resources to per- 
suade him to kill a new type of victim. 

The first such had been a couple walk- 
ing in a park; they couldn't have been 
more than twenty or twenty-one, exactly 
matching two of Spalding’s characters. 
Bloc pounced on them from out of the 
trees as they embraced; it had been a 
shocking thing to witness. And yet 
Spalding found himself completely unaf- 
fected by the horror this time; in fact, it 
gave him a strange new sort of pleasure, 
especially when Bloc killed the girl. As 
Spalding had instructed, the murderer 
first stripped her naked (a strong sexual 
element was essential in any modern 
work of horror). Her screams had 
brought a glow to the writers groin, 
which grew and grew as Bloc did his 
thing. Obviously, the big man was simi- 
larly affected, for this time his savagery 
was touched with a hard edge of pure 
sadism, and the girl died in slow agony. 
Spalding wrote for sixteen hours flat 
afterwards. 

he killings that followed were of a 

similar nature, all of mixed couples 
or lone women. By the end of it, 
Spalding was almost wishing that it was 
he who was committing the murders, 
satiated on blood. His writing skill 
reached a new high, and fact and fanta- 
sy merged as he hammered interminably 
on the keys of his typewriter. The mas- 
terpiece now needed only an ending, a 
crown, a particularly horrible death for 
the hero - the police detective who had 
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been hunting the alien throughout the 
book. Spalding decided to consult Bloc 
on the arranged evening when they met 
in an anonymous park. 

When the big man arrived, he looked 
troubled. "What is it? Spalding asked, 
reading his features. 

‘Police!’ was all Bloc murmured. 

‘There’s nothing to lead them to you,’ 
Spalding tried to reassure him. 

"There's you,’ Bloc said viciously. Why 
the fuck did I let you persuade me to kill 
anyone other than tramps and winos?’ 

‘Bloc, Bloc, come on,’ Spalding soothed, 
‘the police haven't got a damn thing. You 
know they havent? The murder 
remained jittery. ‘Look, I paid you well,’ 
Spalding hissed, now angry himself, ‘I 
gave you every fucking penny I had. 
Now you can't just come along and say it 
wasn't worth it. The book is nearly done. 
Just one more killing — one! Then 
therell be a nice fat publisher's cheque 
which I'll gladly split down the middle 
with you and you can do whatever the 
fuck you want, go wherever you want. 
Get out of this city if that's how you feel. 
There are plenty of other places where 
the killing is good, I’m sure. But for 
tonight, tonight I need just one more, 
OK? OK? 


“Нег sounds were 
infuriating; they 
drilled into his 
heart like a 
blade" 


Bloc finally nodded agreement and 
Spalding sighed, then he began to 
explain what a kind of a killing he want- 
ed. A male victim, forties if possible. 
Something special, something very spe- 
cial just to scare the readers shit-rigid 
on the last pages. Could he do it? Of 
course he could. Spalding had become 
expert at manipulating Bloc over the 
past few weeks. It was not that the mur- 
der was unintelligent, simply that the 
writer was more intelligent, so, gradual- 
ly, Bloc had become less and less menac- 
ing, more and more human — weak, 
even — in Spalding's eyes. 

'OK, I know a perfect place, Bloc was 
saying. 'Across the city a bit, a small 
wood in a quiet area. I’m sure the man 
you want could be found there later 
tonight, walking his dog, maybe, or jog- 
ging.’ 

palding nodded, memorized the loca- 

tion and set off walking alone. It had 
become a rule that they travelled sepa- 
rately to the scenes of their crimes, espe- 
cially now that the police action had 
been stepped up. Bloc moved off word- 
lessly in the other direction and 
Spalding watched him go, fingering the 
ever-present revolver in his pocket. He 
had become somehow attached to the 
freakish murderer and would almost be 
sad to see him go, but go he must. For, 
tonight it was not only the detective that 
would die — the alien would also, a bullet 
through the brain. Sad, but necessary 
for a professional rounding off of the 
manuscript, Spalding thought. And on 
top of that, there was no way he was 
going to give up half of that advance 
cheque. 


oOo 


The woods were cloaked in darkness; the 
only sounds were the sounds of night, of 
silence. Spalding cursed as he picked his 
way along the rough trail, thinking that 
any jogger who ventured out here at this 
hour had got to be off his chair. He 
hoped this wouldn’t be a wasted journey, 
that someone would come along. But of 
course someone would — Bloc needed a 
kill, and he always got what he needed. 
Even now, before the victim had even 
been seen or chosen, Spalding’s pulse 
was racing; it always did on nights such 
as this. But tonight, even more so; for 
tonight would be different; tonight he 
would lose a strange kind of virginity. 

Bloc was suddenly beside him. ‘Shit! 
You scared me!’ he scream-whispered. 

‘Sorry,’ Bloc said quietly. ‘What kind of 
a damned place is this? No one’s going to 
come through here in this darkness.’ 

‘Someone will, Bloc said, ‘someone 
always does. That’s the beauty of places 
like this; people come here and think 
they’re all alone, right in the middle of 
the city, but nicely cushioned from it. 
You'll have your victim. I promise.’ 

Spalding moved after the big man, in 
through the trees, just far enough away 
from the path to watch and not be seen. 
‘What are you going to do to him?’ the 
writer asked. He’d already had some 
ideas himself, but kept quiet lest he dis- 
turb what he termed as Bloc’s creative 
talent. The murderer always came up 
with something disgustingly new that 
Spalding could never have conceived in 
his wildest nightmares. 

‘You'll know when it happens, Bloc 
replied typically. 

‘So we just wait? Spalding said, 
crouching down in the undergrowth. 

‘We wait,’ Bloc affirmed. 

They waited for over an hour. No one 
came. "This is shit,’ Spalding said at last. 

‘Patience!’ Bloc advised. 

К uck patience! You're letting me 

down, Bloc. Nobody's coming out 
here tonight. You expect to get killed 
coming somewhere like this.’ 

Bloc looked at him, eyes glittering 
darkly in the starlight. Spalding's hand 
was in the pocket of his coat as always. 
‘Youll have your victim, the murderer 
half growled. 'He'll be here very soon.' 

Spalding looked at the shadowy 
ground, shook his head. No one was com- 
ing — he knew that. So what was Bloc 
playing at? The gun was suddenly out of 
his pocket, pointing at the big man. 

‘Looks like the victim’s arrived, at 
last,’ Bloc said, grinning and eyeing the 
gun disinterestedly. Suddenly both men 
were on their feet. 

‘Fuck you, Bloc, you were going to kill 
me, weren't you?’ Spalding spouted. It 
was difficult to believe, even though he 
was saying it himself. Bloc could have 
done it at any time — he hadn't been pre- 
pared. The thought shocked him. 

‘You have that slightly wrong, Bloc 
was saying. “А case of inappropriate 
tense. You see, I am going to kill you. 
Right now, in fact.’ 

It all happened very fast. Bloc moved 
like lightning; Spalding just had time to 
squeeze the trigger. The bullet entered 
the killer’s head above the right eye. 
Bloc stopped, fingered the bleeding 
round hole, and laughed. Spalding was 
too stunned by this to fire again. He 


made an easy victim. Bloc descended 
upon him like the beast he was. 

palding’s tongue went first; Bloc 

didn’t want this particular victim 
screaming. The writer gagged as it was 
torn from his mouth and flung away. 
After that, Bloc took his time. He hung 
him up on an overhanging branch and 
removed all Spalding’s skin, peeling him 
like an orange. Then he busied himself 
snapping or ripping off ugly protrusions: 
fingers, toes, ears, private parts. These 
were all thrown away in various direc- 
tions; even through his pain, Spalding 
could hear them landing in the under- 
growth around him. 

When all such members were gone, 
Bloc tore open the writer’s abdomen and 
slowly pulled out the intestines, stretch- 
ing them away from the body so they 
could be wrapped around nearby trees. 
After that he carefully removed 
Spalding’s eyes, some of his ribs, an arm, 
other miscellaneous bits and pieces; it 
was a long time before the writer was 
permitted to die. 

When at last it was over. Bloc moved 
to where Spalding’s coat lay discarded 
and rifled through it until he found the 
two items he sought: the keys to the 
writer’s flat and a card with a publish- 
er’s name and phone number on it. He 
put both of these into his own pocket 
and, with a final look at what had once 
been Spalding, moved off silently. 

Actually, he was quite sorry that the 

writers was dead — he owed the man a 
lot. Since being stranded on this planet, 
Bloc had been plagued with difficulties. 
Firstly, the sustenance he required had 
proved unavailable on Earth and he had 
learned how to stay alive, he had to be 
constantly on the move, for to stay in one 
place for too long was surely to risk cap- 
ture and death. As such, he had lived in 
almost as much poverty as those he 
slaughtered, for he was never in a posi- 
tion to work, and didn’t even have rele- 
vant skills. And there were times when 
he thought he would never learn to fit 
in. 
But that was all changed now; now 
Bloc had the key to money, power, the 
freedom to travel where he chose to do 
his killing. At last he was learning to 
adapt, to accommodate to life on this 
backward planet, despite his different 
needs and background. And all thanks to 
poor old Spalding, Bloc grinned. With a 
healthy spring in his step, he set off for 
the writer’s flat, for he knew there was a 
book there, a best seller, waiting to be 
finished. 


‘Read Creature, the brilliant first novel 
from Sam Bloc. 1 can heartily recom- 
mend it. It'll scare the living shit out of 
you.' Charles Liddell The Gore Review. 


Й DAVID WILLIAM 

1 SHERIDAN lives in 
Drogheda in Ireland, 
where he pursues his 
hobbies of eating, 
Sleeping and, occasion- 
ally, writing. His ambi- 


4 outer space and never 
to die of old age. He is 
| currently working on a 
| novel which he will not 
let anybody see until it 
is finished. 


FICTION FILE 40 


JOAN SLONCZEWSKI - 


Religion, extra- 
terrestrials and 
communal politics in 
the wake of a nuclear 
war form the backdrop 
to Liz Holliday's latest 
literary excursion. 


J oan Slonczewski is a name which is not 
as well known as it should be. In 1987 
she became the first woman to win the JW 


‘ Campbell Memorial Award for the best 


novel of the year for A Door Into Ocean. 
That was her second book. her first, Still 
Forms On Foxfield has never been pub- 
lished in this country. It has taken her a 


| long time to produce another book. 


‘You have to understand that | am a sci- 
entist full time. | teach and do research, so 
that for me | only write books at night and 
on vacations. When | start a book they 
always take a long, long time to complete 


| and that's why there are always several 
| years in between my books.’ 


It has been worth the wait. In many ways, 
her new book. The Wall Around Eden is a 
book of paradoxes. It is that rarest of things, 
a book without a villain that nevertheless 
manages to grip from beginning to end. It is 
also firmly within the tradition of sociologi- 
cal SF, embedded within it there are many 
hard SF ideas. 

‘lve always been interested in science. | 
come from a family of scientists and musi- 
cians, and from a very early age | wanted to 
be a biologist. Of course, | am a biologist 
now. My doctorate is in molecular biology. 
But I’ve always been interested in literature 
as well. You may have noticed that there are 
a lot of literary references in this book. They 
are a major part of the plot. | think that's 
unusual in American science fiction. Also 
my undergraduate work was at Brinmore 
and Haverford, and at Haverford College ! 
became involved with the Quakers, the reli- 
gious Society of Friends. | became very 
involved with their activities and philoso- 
phy, and in all my writings ! talk about that.' 

The Wall Around Eden concerns the 
struggle for daily existence of a small 
American town after a nuclear war. Like 
several other communities, it has been 
saved from the consequences of that event 
by a wall placed around it by aliens. Isobel, 
the protagonist, is one of the first children 
born after the war. Now an adult, she seeks 
answers to the conundrum posed by the 
wall, and freedom from the angelbees, the 
alien monitors which observe and restrict 
everyone's' lives. For all Slonczewski's con- 
centration on the detail of hard science, the 
focus never leaves the human relationships 
which form the centre of the book. 'In this 
community there are just a handful of peo- 
ple who have to know each other and have 
to get along. When people have to get along 
in a small community, you develop certain 
ways of behaviour, because you can't 


escape each other.' 

Given Slonczewski's stated preoccupa- 
tions, it is unsurprising that religion is a 
binding force in the town: ‘I think that a lot 
of people who read science fiction live in 
the cities, and they don't understand that a 
lot of people in rural communities think 
about things very differently than they do. 
For instance the emphasis on religion is a 
normal way of life for rural Americans.’ 

Perhaps it is this clear-sighted view of 
human complexity which ensures that 
Slonczewski does not fall into the trap of 
coming up with easy answers to the puzzle 
of the aliens: 'In real life you never find out 
completely what people are up to. If we 
can't figure out for sure what other people 
on Earth are up to, then how much are we 
ever going to figure out what aliens want?' 
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Debate may rage 
about whether this is 
really a free country. 
But you can rely on 
FEAR to promote free 
speach. Have your say, 
write to FEAR FORUM, 
Newsfield Ltd, 
Shropshire SY8 1JW. 


HORRIFIED 

Dear FEAR 

Just a note to say that I've just picked up 
the latest issue of FEAR complete with 
the Heavy Metal Vampires spoof. Thanks 
again for using it... it's translated quite 
well and I really am thinking about using 
it as the basis for a book, possibly incor- 
porating other pieces like The Vulgariad 
(or even the suppressed Buggeradad). I 
am currently preparing a new opus 
Totally Alien RoboPredator, which I 
intend to unleash either at Congregate 2 
in Peterborough, or at Fantasycon (or 
probably at both!). I think you will proba- 
bly guess the sort of material I will be 
targeting! 

By the way, there were an enormous 
amount of bums and titties in the current 
FEAR - I think Oliver Frey surpassed 
himself... that is I'm utterly horrified. 
You used to be such a clean magazine: 
rotting cadavers, cannibals, Nazis and so 
on. Are you lowering your standards? 
Can we expect more of Frey's follies? Tell 
me, who does he use as his models? The 
staff in Ludlow? How did you say I get 
there? 

Adrian Cole, Bideford, Devon 


IT DON’T ADD UP 

Dear FEAR : 

In the interest of factual information and 
to clear the name of a now deceased lady. 
I would like to point out that in your arti- 
cle on the Black Arts in March, you stat- 
ed that Jayne Mansfield was a member 
of Anton La Vey's Church of Satan. Given 
that she was killed in a car crash in 1967 
I cannot see how she could possibly have 
been a member of La Vey's sect, which 
was not formed until 1969, two years 
after her death. 

D Arguile, Leicester 


When asked about this, John Gilbert 
replied that Mr Arguile has a point, but 
that none the less Ms Mansfield was most 
definitely involved with La Vey's shenani- 
gans. 


DISGUSTED BY 


DISGUSTED 
Dear FEAR 
This probably wont get published, and 
for two reasons. One, it disagrees with 
the letter from R ‘Disgusted’ Clark in 
issue 27 (No grounds for rejection there – 
Letters Ed.). Two, because it disagrees 
with the editor, John Gilbert 
(Fortunately, he got trapped in the pub 
this lunch time, so you're in luck - Letters 
Ed.). 

I have been a reader and collector of 
weird fiction for over 30 years. I watch 
the charts, buy and read as much as I 
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can, and have my own favourite authors 
much as any other fan. What I want to 
know is this: why should a lesser writer 
like Graham Masterton be given the 
same room or credit in FEAR as Mr 
Clark's list of mainly good, mainly best- 
selling writers, who he says cant hold a 
candle to Masterton? Three of these — 
King, Herbert and Koontz — sell in their 
millions, and have earned millions doing 
it. Their names are household words. But 
frankly, until your story by, and articles 
on, Masterton, I had not heard of him 
except as the writer of a handful of 
mediocre books, one of which was subse- 
quently made into an even worse film! 
Clarks argument seems to be that 
Masterton should get more space because 
he has written classics and bestseller 
epics. But surely FEAR is about the SF, 
fantasy, horror side of life. Surely a hor- 
ror bestseller would need to do some- 
where near as well as James Herbert's 
Rats or any of the King books. As for 
Masterton having written classics, then I 
admit to having somehow missed them. 
When Masterton has sold a million, 
earned a million, or entered and stayed 
in The Sunday Times charts for a month 
or two, or when something he has written 
has become a classic (though I fancy һе, 
Clark and Gilbert will be long gone by 
then), then give him some more space. 
Who is Mr Clark. anyway? He sounds 
like Masterton’s cousin or mother or 
something. : 
Let’s have more King, Koontz, Herbert 
and more of anything that is the best. 
But if we cant have all the best, then 
keep on doing what you are doing, which 
is pretty damn good anyway. 
Terri Keen, Darwen, Lancs 


The FEAR editorial dept still reckons 
that Graham Masterton is vastly under- 
rated by the British publishing industry. 


LIGHTING UP THE 


DARKNESS 

Dear FEAR 

I would like to congratulate you for the 
Black Arts special you did in issue 27. 

I particularly liked the interview with 
Andrew Collins, the psychic investigator 
and author of The Black Alchemist as in 
my area of the northeast there has been 
a sharp rise in the number of people 
involved in Satanism. I hope FEAR will 
be doing more such specials in the future. 
I feel that a greater understanding of the 
Black Arts is needed if we, the public, are 
to protect the young against the path of 
Satanism. 

Well done FEAR. 

Roland Emberton, North Tyneside 


Frankly, we were unsure what sort of 
reaction to expect from our Black Arts 
special. Overwhelmingly the response has 
been positive. In fact the only letter which 
we've received so far which might be con- 
strued otherwise is from Kevin of 
Dewsbury... 


DO WHAT? 

Dear FEAR ` 

I would just like to tell you something of 
my own personal experience since I was 
browsing through your magazine very 
carefully I might add to say that what 
the Bible says is true — as true as can be. 
Hell exists and so does Heaven, so do 
demons and angels, God the father, Jesus 
the Son and God the Holy Ghost. Satan 
is real. It's the greatest story that has 


ever been told is the Bible and it contin- 
ues today and will do. 

(A couple of paragraphs worth of per- 
sonal testimony, witness and conversion 
details omitted here – Letters Ed). 

There’s a way out now. Jesus is the 
way, follow him to the cross, to the tomb. 
Know his ascension and believe. He is 
seated at God's right-hand side and is 
pouring out the gift of the Holy Ghost. 
(Thats enough proselytizing - Letters 
Ed). 

God loves you. 

Kevin, Dewsbury 


MINOR GRIPES 

Dear FEAR 

I have followed this magazine's progress 
from the first issue to the present and 
have been an avid reader. However, I 
have a few minor points which I wish to 
bring to your attention. 

Your film reviews used to be lengthy. 
giving in-depth analyses. Nowadays you 
either say a film's crap or fantastic. They 
are also inconsistent and cannot there- 
fore be relied on. Take The Punisher for 
instance. The review in FEAR 25 gave it 
two and a half skulls, whereas the review 
in 19 gave it four skulls! 

On the whole I feel this magazine has 
turned from interestingly different to 
sickeningly mainstream, especially with 
the inclusion of a new and pathetic heavy 
metal music section. God, how stereo- 
typed can you get? 

It was in October 1989 that I wrote in 
to show my support for the editor, now 
however, after watching this magazine's 
decline I have only this to say: You say 
‘this magazine has never been stronger’, 
I say it has never been worse. Please, for 
your dedicated readers' sakes wake-up 
John Gilbert and see what you are now 
into. 

David Pierce, Bolton, Lancs 


Reviews are reviews, and at the end of the 
day different reviewers will react differ- 
ently to different films. Whether or not 
you agree with a particular verdict, 
there's still plenty of information in our 
reviews to help you decide whether a par- 
ticular film or book is going to be for you. 


With regard to the music - opinions 
are sharply divided. A lot of people write 
in to complain, but others write in saying 
they like it. And we get more entries for 
our music-based competitions than we do 
for some of our video comps! 


JASON PREFERS BLONDES 
Dear FEAR 

Firstly, Pd like to say how excellent your 
monthly has turned out. Your fiction sec- 
tion is especially entertaining. Have you 
thought of releasing a fiction special with 
no articles or news? . 

Secondly, now the crawling is finished, 
I wonder if you could help me. I have fall- 
en in love with your January edition 
cover featuring Ms Monroe by Les 
Edwards. I wonder if there is any way I 
could get a large print of the picture to 
take pride of place on my lounge wall. 
Any information on this would be grate- 
fully received. Perhaps you could do a 
poster offer in your magazine. 

Finally, have you seen a certain ‘Dark’ 
magazine that’s like an inferior copy of 
FEAR? Pathetic isnt it? 

Hope you can be of some help. 

Jason Reffell, Bridgend 


We dont have any info on the Monroe 
front, I'm afraid. Can any poster freaks 
out there help? Yes, we have seen a cer- 
tain ‘Dark’ magazine, and no we dont 
think it’s pathetic. 


RIP-CORDS AWAY 

Dear FEAR 

Mostly, your mag is great. I'm a regular 
reader and enter most of your competi- 
tions — despite the increasingly silly 
compo names I have to try and fit on a 
postcard. 

But, I have to complain about your 
phone-in competitions. They're more of a 
rip off than a convention of velcro 
fetishists making a parachute jump. 

Not only do we have to boost the 
phone company’s profits (and presumably 
your own rake-off) by enduring a load of 
waffle about next month's issue which 
we've already read about in the magazine 
(and which we usually dont get in the 
next issue anyway), but then we have to 
send in a postcard with the answers on 
anyway. What a bloody waste of time! 
Stan Loftus, Rotherhite 


Er... the phone competition does seem to 
have gone down like a lead balloon. We've 
discontinued it now – and -John Gilbert 
been told to make sure that all competi- 
tion names take up no more than seven 
lines of a standard postcard. 
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Philadelphia PA 19101-3418, U.S.A. cept British checks in pounds sterling, and Cana- 
dian checks made payable in U.S. dollars. 


name: 000 ————————————————————— Payment enclosed — ; or bill my MasterCard or 

address: Visa account _ (we must bill in US dollars). 

address: sess ee Е —— ———— 
Card number 

city, state, zip: _____/ _ expiration date 


signature: 


Urgently needed good quality (ish) copy of 
Last House on Dead End Street. Also info 
on Shock Around The Clock Festival. Alex 
Gifford, 20 Poplars Grove, Maidenhead, 
Berkshire, SL6 8HD. Phone (06280) 28924 
after 6pm. 

Bladerunner un-cut directors print with the 
turtle at the end of film, plus Blood Salvage 
(starring John Saxon). Please write to CS, 
142 Hallam Crescent, Leicester — good 
prints only. 

Sleeves wanted, preferably horror. Also | 
have many films for sale or swap. Please 
write or phone for details Nick, 9 Cottesmore 
Place, Blackpool FY3 8SB. Lancs Tel: 
Blackpool 393922 after 9pm. 

Dean R Koontz Headline posters, cutouts, 
etc., and films. Also any Twin Peaks. Steffan 
James, 4 Pentwyn Road, Betws 
Ammanford, Dyfed SA18 2EY. 

Denise Crosby (Tasha Yar) Absolutely 
anything wanted. Photo's, cuttings, articles. 
Foreign items especially wanted. Write to 
Steve, 21 Chapter Road, Strood, Rochester, 
Kent ME2 3PX. 

Videos with films by FW Murnau or with 
Bela Lugosi, also early B/W horror films 
(VHS only). Also stills, posters. Write to 
Jenny, 54 High Street, Tonyrefail, Mid Glam 
CF39 8PH. 


FOR SALE 


Can't find the film you want? Fulci, 
Argento, Romero, Hooper. All boxed with 
colour covers £12.00 each send order or 
SAE to CS, 142 Hallam Crescent, Leicester. 
Occult books for sale. Small selection of 
old and new Aquarian hardbacks and 
paperbacks at affordable prices. SAE to J 
Davies, 13 Church Lane, Wollaston, Nr 
Wellingborough, Northants NN9 7SJ. 


Horror films for sale. Well over 350 films to 
choose from, inc rare and imports, covers 
available for many. Contact Dave with an 
SAE at 41 Elmwood, Chippenham, Wilts 
SN15 1AP. 

Rare horror films for sale, some imports, all 
with colour covers, cheap prices. Please 
send large SAE to Perry Lee, 43 Sanquahar 
Street, Splott, Cardiff CF2 2AB. 

Orror films for sale and swaps, rare VHS 
horrors, e.g. Argento, Fulci, Hooper, Raimi, 
Cronenberg, etc... Send SAE for full list to 
Scott, 261 Coxford Road, Lordswood, 
Southampton, Hampshire S01 6LD. 

VHS horror, sale/swap many rare and hard 
to find films. Imports etc. Witchcraft through 
the ages. Your list gets mine or just write to: 
Wayne, 5 Reapers Walk, Dovecotes, 
Pendeford, W'ton WV8 1TS. 

VHS Horror films for sale Argento, Fulci, 
Deodato and many more including imports. 
Prompt service and cheap prices SAE gets 
free catalogue: M Hamilton, 106 Milward 
Road, Hastings, East Sussex TN34 3RT. 
Nekromantik T-shirts. Original German 
artwork, Red and White on big black shirts. 
From Berlin! £9 from MAS, 32 Peace Road, 
Stanway, Colchester, Essex CO35 5HW. 
Old and rare horror films for sale or swop. 
Jorge Grav, Fulci, Argento, Faces Of Death, 
Zombies, Cannibals, etc. Reasonable prices 
or swop. Free lists — Paul, 32 Lindsay Road, 
Hartlepool Т525 3RR. (0429) 862552. 
Horror, Science Fiction, Fantasy, Mystery, 
TV, etc, Paperbacks, Magazines, Digests, 
pulps, Hardcovers. Comic books, comics 
related. Free search. Send any want lists. 
Buying, trading for same. JS 1500 Main 
Avenue, Kaukauna, Wisconsin, 54130. 
U.S.A 

Hammer Horror. Mindblowing comp of 47 
U.S. Cinema Trailers. £10. Hundreds more 
rare features, Horror, Gore, Biker, 
Blaxploitation, Exploitation, Cult, Trash. 
Cheap prices, swift service. Info/list: Steve, 
24 Connaught Ave, Mutley, Plymouth PL4 
7BX. ç 


HOW TO PLACE YOUR 
SMALL AD 


Cut out and send off the form, together’ 


with your payment of £2.50 per entry 

form (cheques or postal orders 

preferably, made pavable to 

NEWSFIELD LTD). Photocopies of the 

form are acceptable. 

m The maximum is 35 words 

m The service is not open to trade/ 
commercial advertisers 

m Small ads will be printed in the first 
available issue . 

@ FEAR reserves the right to alter or 
refuse ads which do not comply 
with normal decent practice, or 


which could be interpreted as 
encouraging illegalities. 


THE CLASSIFIED 
HEADINGS 


FEAR's Reader Classified Section is not 
open to trade or commercial 
advertisers, but Fanzines тау use it. 
The headings are self-explanatorv: 
WANTED, FOR SALE, SWAPLINE, 
FAN CLUBS GROUPS, PEN PALS, 
FANZINES and EVENTS DIARY (for 
fan club group news, meetings or 
planned events). However, be careful 
about FEAR publishing dates with the 
last! 


; FEAR READER CLASSIFIEDS 


FEAR READER CLASSIFIEDS. NEWSFIELD,LUDLOW, 
Send toISHROPSHIRE SY8 1JW 


Tick Classified heading: 
[ Wanted (0) Рог Sale [ )Swapline 
(Events Diary [ ] Miscellaneous 
Method of payment | | Cheque 


number if you want them printed 


[Г] Pen Pals 


[ Postal Order 
Write your advertisement here, one word per box. and include name, address and phone 


[C] Fan Club/Groups [ ]Раплпе$ 
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Fantasy and Gothic horror prints, Resin 
cast sculptures, commissions taken. Send 
70p for an illustrated catalogue to Jonathan 


Dewar, 544 Broadgate, Weston Hill's, nr 
Spalding, Lincs PE12 6DP. Tel: (0775) 
760156. 

Horror films for sale, some imports. For list 
send SAE to Mark Brown, 7 Orchard 
Cottages, Pitsford, Northampton NN6 9AQ. 
You want Trash, Sleaze and Gore? SAE for 
list to Rob Hill, 33 Greenaways Hilltop, Ebbw 
Vale, Gwent NP3 6PN. 

SPFX Artist available: Animatronics, 
sculpting, FX props, masks, make-up effects 
etc. Any budget, custom made and stock. 
Technical and artistic advice. Write Mr M 
Walker, 56 Cecil Street, Lincoln, Lincs LN1 
ЗАО. 


FAN CLUBS/GROUP 


Horror and special effects fan recently 
moved to South Lancashire area, looking for 
like minded people interested in making 
cheap horror films and films in general: write 
to Simon Wall, 20 Progress Street, Chorley 
PR6 ORY. 

Ten Forward Star Trek Next Generation 
fan club. Three A4 N/L's annually, members 
card, starship assignment to ships of the 
fleet. SAE To Ten Forward, 3 Hardwicke 
Road, Eastwood, Rotherham, South 
Yorkshire S65 1RE, England. 

Vampire fans UNITE International Vampire 
Association dedicated to writers and artists. 
For application send SASE to Loyalists of 
the Vampire Realm box 1354 New York, N.Y 
10028 0001 USA. Please state age. Tel 
(212) 4594801. 


PEN PALS 


Female required for collaboration in horror 
fiction. I'm a fan of Lovecraft and Barker. 
Wanna be my pen friend? Write to Bob 
Friend, 25 Sheldon Road, Chippenham, 
Wilts SN14 OBP. | am waiting! 

Male Lovecraft fanatic, 22, seeks pen pals 
into all Cthulhu Mythos aspects. Also enjoys 
Fulci, Argento and other genre faves. Write 
to: Kieron Turney, 87 Westwood Road, 
Sneinton, Nottingham. 

Artistic male, 25 seeks male and female 
pen pals 20-30, into fantasy art, films, books, 
photography, music and things of a fantastic 
nature. Write to Mike, 14 Thorpewell, 
Leicester LES 4NU. 

Male, 24, interests Barker, Carpenter, 
Cronenberg, Raimi, Tangerine Dream, uncut 
horrors, record/video collecting, music, 
supernatural, writing, drawing: interesting 
females in 20s especially welcome! Write to: 
Chris, 4 Kent Road, Connah's Quay, 
Deeside, Clwyd, Wales CH5 4UZ. 

Male, 20, wishes to correspond with male or 
female who likes Freddy, Chucky, Zombies, 
SFX or any thing to do with horror. Photo if 
possible, write to Martin Draper, 57 Back 
Road, Linton, Cambs CB1 6JF. 


FANZINES 


Imagination Gaming, Books, Films, SF, 
Horror, Fantasy. Issue 7 — Cyberpunk & 
Banks, Gallagher, McCaffrey, Weis and 
Hickman. 95p & 33p postage. 6 Issue 
subscription £5.70 (postage free). lan 
Murphy, Imagination, 63 Beeches Crescent, 
Crawley, Sussex RH10 6BU 

From Beyond Issue 2. Film, book reviews, 
past, present includes: Texas Chainsaw 
Trilogy, Miracle Mile, Henry Maniac, 
Vampyres, The Brood, Suspiria, 
Frankenhooker, Halloween 5, Creed. 26 A4 
pages 50p & 27p stamp. Gary Sherratt, 
Brimstree, 1 Greenway, Ashbourne, Derbys 
DE6 1EF. 

Hellfire 1st issue, 25 pages. Old and new 
horror. Arachnophobia, Omen Trilogy, 
competition and lots more £1.50 with 33p 
stamp. Payment payable to James Welch, 
48 Locks Hill, Portslade, Brighton, Sussex 
BN41 210. 


Contact 0584 4603/5851. 


HORROR, SLEAZE, 
FANTASY & THE BIZZARE 


Loads of Books, Comics, 
Magazines, Models and T-shirts on 
the above subjects. Will export 
anywhere! For full catalogue send 
SAE to: 

67 Amberwood, Ferndown, 
Dorset, BH22 9JT, England. 


Wid Side Eooka 
Large selection of second-hand 
Horror, Sci-fi and Fantasy 
books. For free catalogue send 
SAE to: Wild Side Books, 

6 The Green, 

Syston, 

Leicester LE7 8HQ 


| THOUSANDS OF HORROR AND SF 
| MAGAZINES, COMICS 
AND POSTERS, 
FREE CATALOUGUE FROM: 
CENTRAL CITY COMICS, 4 EAGLE 


| 
| 
| 


HORROR FILMS ON VIDEO 
Rare/unusual — we have them all. First 
class stamps please, to Pluto Enterprises, 
27 Old Gloucester Street, London WC1N 
3XX, UK 


FULL MOON 
BOOKS. 


Specialising in Dark 
Fantasy & Horror Literature 
14 SOMERSET DRIVE, 
BRAMPTON, ONTARIO, 
CANADA L6Z 1С6 (416) 846-5036 
KING, LANSDALE GARTON ETC. 
MANY DARK HARVEST AND 
ZIESING TITLES. SEND FOR 
FREE LISTING PLEASE STATE 
AUTHORS AND TITLES MOST 
INTERESTED IN. 


EXUBERANCE: Issue No 2 Now 
Available Promoting The Best New 
Horror, S.F. and Fantasy Writers. 
Submissions Welcome. For Further 
Information Please Contact 
MR.J.SMITH, 34 CROFT CLOSE, 
CHIPPERFIELD, HERTS, 
WD4 9PA. 
SINGLE I E £1.75 
FOUR ISSUE SUB. £6.50. 


SNAZAROO 


PROFESSIONAL SPECIAL EFFECTS MATERIALS 
BY MAIL ORDER 
Blood, Dermawax for scars & bullet holes, Liquid 
Latex, False Noses, Crepe Hair, Bald Caps, Stubble 
Paste, Theatrical Make-Up = 
(These are professional materials used in movies and 
the theatre and NOT joke shop novelties) 
We also organise weekend courses in Professional 
Special Effects featuring Horror Make-Up, Casualty 
Make-Up and many other professional techniques. 


For more information contact: Snazaroo, The 
Old Forge, Park Lane Carhampton, Somerset 
TA24 6NL Tel: 0643 707659 
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BILL, THE GALACTIC 
HERO... ON THE 
PLANET OF THE 
ROBOT SLAVES 


Harry Harrison 
Publisher VGSF 
Format PB £3.99 


зе; @ If you believe the military 

w propaganda Chingers are 
mx seven foot tall green aliens with 
four arms and a face not unlike a 
mouldy alligator. In reality the Chingers 
are seven inches tall, although the rest 
of the description fits. The Chingers are 
really peaceful little chaps, but humans 
are so stupid that they see the cute 
aliens as a threat. so mankind and 


<А 
(ax FANTASY 
Eight Skilled Gentlemen 
Entropy’s Bed At Midnight 
Warhammer — Shadowbreed 
Wolfking 


Dark Ashram 

Dark Matter 

One Rainy Night 
OtherSyde 

Outside The Dog Museum 
Scare Care 

The Witching Hour 


Pez4 

REX SCIENCE FICTION 
Bill The Galactic Hero... 
Cerberus 

Dark Future — Krokodil Tears 
The Fall Of Hyperion 

The King Of The Hill 

Prime Directive 

Queen Of Angels 
Warhammer 40,000 


> 


ey THRILLER 
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A Ticket To The Boneyard 


NON-FICTION 
How To Write Tales Of Horror, 
Fantasy & Science Fiction 


Chingers are at war. The latest 
development is that the Chingers are 
using huge metallic dragons to attack 
human bases, although the military have 
managed to trace the planet they came 
from. So Bill along with the sadistic Dr 
Mel Praktis, alcoholic Technician Cy 
BerPunk, drug addict Captain Bly and 
nymphomaniac (and part-time Amazon) 
Engineer Meta Tarsil reluctantly 
investigate. 

They track the Chingers to a planet 
called Usa where they find many 
warring factions, including the 
Bathroomians led by Jonkarta (a piss 
take of John Carter of Mars), King 
Arthur and his knights, and of course the 
Chingers. Along the way Bill and 
company find that the Chingers acquired 
the dragons from a band of aliens 
(whose name begins with W and 
rhymes with banker), but only to defend 
themselves: they really do want peace. 
But being a military moron Bill doesn't 
believe them, so he along with various 
members of the Imelda Marcos crew 
and a psychotic tin killing machine called 
a Fighting Devil stumble from adventure 
to adventure, and get shot at a lot. 


HYPER-ACTIVE 
HYPOTHESES 


I'm a great fan of Harry Harrison's 
work, I've read a good few of his novels 
including all of the brilliant Stainless 
Steel Rat books but this really didn't 
appeal to me. While there are some 
genuinely funny parodies (the most 
notable is the John Carter incident) the 
humour is very hit and miss. My 
favourite situation however is where 
Jonkarta's huge ten legged dog-like 
companion appears on the scene (fans 
of John Carter will know that his 
companion is a similar beast), but here 
its main aim in life is to break wind very 
loudly and clear the area very quickly. 
Visions of this huge farting beast kept 
me in stitches for ages. Not Mr 
Harrison's best effort, | hope for 
improvements in Bill, The Galactic Hero 
On The Planet Of Bottled Brains. 

Mark Caswell 


Qt 
QUEEN OF ANGELS 


Greg Bear 
Publisher Gollancz 
Format PB £7.99 


Б5= 4 Queen Of Angels is probably 
4 Greg Bear's most ambitious 
mid) work yet, turning away from 
the hard science fireworks of Eon and 
Eternity to concentrate more on subtle 
characterization. The book boasts three 
basic narrative perspectives, three 
plotlines running simultaneously with 
varying degrees of interconnection. 
Initially you might be fooled into thinking 
the most conventional plotline is central, 
involving a police investigator tracking 
down the murderer of eight young 
Citizens of Los Angeles. Investigator 
Mary Chow was born a caucasian but 
thanks to modern medicine is now quite 


black (apart from the grayish crease in 
her buttocks – somehow important for 
character, or maybe symbolically). This 
grey flaw fades as Mary's investigation 
leads her to Hispaniola, a dictatorship 
incorporating Haiti and ruled by a white 
man with a black soul. Her prey, 
incidentally, is a black poet who fears he 
has psychologically become a white 
man — leached of genuine humanity. 

Hispaniola is chiefly distinguished 
from LA by its contempt of therapy, the 
guilty are not given counselling but 
rather — in extreme cases — 
horrendous mental torture using 
hellcrowns. These machines are 
capable of latching onto thoughts, and 
this basic technology is used in 
enhanced form in the second plotline. 
As it turns out, the killer, Emmanuel 
Goldsmith, is not in Hispaniola but has 
been taken into custody by the father of 
one of the murdered citizens. A rich, 
wealthy and hugely influential man, the 
father is determined to find out why 
Goldsmith killed his daughter. To this 
end he hires Martin Burke, a pioneer of 
a system whereby an analyst enters the 
subconscious mind of a patient via 
complex nanotechnology. It's a variation 
on the Dreamscape concept, itself 
derived from an old SF short story, and 
Bear's variation on the theme is one of 
the most convincing around. 

The investigation of a murderer's 
mind is suitably nightmarish and 
includes some of the book's most 
dramatic scenes. However the book as 
a whole stubbornly shies away from any 
kind of crash-bang, melodramatic 
action. For example when Mary's visit to 
Hispaniola comes under threat she uses 
nanomachines to turn rubbish into a 
gun, complete with bullets. It's a neat 
trick, well described, but it's no sooner 
pocketed than a security man asks 


FALL OF HYPERION 


Dan Simmons 
Publisher Headline 
Format HB £14.95 


tory Summer Of Night, Dan Simmons 

offers the second in his Hyperion series. 
More than a match for the largesse of Frank 
Herbert's Dune chronicles, these books centre on 
the planet Hyperion, a strange world which has 
become the focal point of the known universe. Its 
desolate landscape plays unwilling host to strange 
sealed structures called the Time Tombs which 
were built in the future and are travelling back- 
ward. Soon, however, they will open and disgorge 
their mysterious contents including, perhaps, the 
mysterious machine god The Shrike, a sort of con- 
temporary Kali which is destined to kill all it 

encounters until it comes across the chosen one. 
In the first novel, a strange band of pilgrims 
make their way to Hyperion. Each have a connec- 


ut Back on track after the less than satisfac- 
554 


tion with the Shrike, апа a motive for contacting 
the creature. In the first novel they tell their stories 
a la Canterbury Tales, but as Fall Of Hyperion 
begins they are on the planet surface and each will 
encounter the Shrike at the most unexpected of 
moments. 

Away from the planet, the Hegemony of Man is 
engaged in a battle with a mutant race called the 
Ousters, and the Artificial Intelligences at the core 
of human wisdom are trying to create a god. These 
events are, of course, important to the future of 
humanity, but it is on Hyperion that the key to con- 
tinuance or oblivion exists. 

Strange and beautiful, the Hyperion books form 
the most literate SF I’ve read in several years. If | 
were allowed to choose a future for humankind it 
might not be as fraught and danger-filled as that 
portrayed by Dan Simmon but, while | was reading 
this book, | began to wish that | was strong enough 
to believe that it could be. 

John Gilbert 
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whether she thinks they're idiots. Mary 
meekly turns the gun over. The true 
point of the incident is to Show us some 
more of Mary's psychológy and how 
she's reacting to her endangerment. 

. Such psychological subtlety lies at 
the heart of the third main narrative, that 
of the linked supercomputers Jill and 
AXIS (which is aboard a far distant star 
probe). Initially neither are seen as truly 
alive nor self-conscious enough to 
appreciate the joke: 'why does the self- 
aware person look in the mirror?' For a 
while Jill provides a usefully naive 
perspective on society in 2048, 
reflecting on 'crime and punishment in a 
way which is hardly Dostoevsky, but 
diverting enough. Later on an incident 
occurs which kickstarts Jill's self- 
awareness. The manner of it isn't 
startling, but the development of a 


neurotic/paranoid element is. 

In the end, and there is thankfully a 
conclusion of sorts, each of the 
narratives reach their own revelation, 
but the interconnection is slender. The 
only true linkage is the shared, futuristic 
society which the narratives provide 
their own revealing information about. 
This future society is fairly convincing 
and quite interesting, although the split 
in LA between the therapied and non- 
therapied is never really developed that 
much. Inevitably the above review is just 
a thumbnail sketch of this 384-page 
novel which misses much, including a 
whole other narrative by a would-be 
writer convinced he knows what 
Goldsmith was thinking when he 
murdered. 

Despite the lack of action, or even 
any sense of the characters truly being 
endangered, Queen has a narrative pull 
which keeps you going — once you get 
accustomed to Bear's style, which 
includes a rather dense opening. 
Possibly the intriguing ideas could have 
been handled with more impact in 
separate short stories, but as it stands 
Queen is well worth a look as another 
thought-provoking vision of the future 
from one of SF's most original minds. 
An ambitious effort, multilayered and 
often genuinely intriguing if not always 
compelling. 

Stuart Wynne 
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ONE RAINY NIGHT 
Richard Laymon 

Publisher Headline 

Format HB £14.95 


What do you get when it rains? 
Rust, and unfortunately the 
storyline from this latest novel by the 
usually pungent Richard Laymon seems 
to have gone to mould. The idea is far 
too simple for the current state of the 
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"If you've missed Laymon, you've missed a treat" 


ое 
LAYMON 


ONE RAINY NIGHT 


already phlegmatic horror market and 
sounds like the sort of thing that Dean R 
Koontz might have written twenty years 
ago. 

The small American town of Bill, | 
mean, er, Bixby, is, well, a small 
American town in which nothing much 
happens — until the rain. And when it 
starts, the murderers pour out of their 
hiding places, ready to kill in the most 
disgusting — well, moderately sickening 
— ways. There's the killing at the petrol 
pump which l've seen in two non-genre 
husband scenario, diners at a restaurant 
eat each other, and the mass cull of 
patrons in a cinema, and that's about 
the strength of it. 

Obviously this man is running out of 
steam. His previous novel, The Stake, 
left me cold, and, although he has 
impressed me quite considerably in the 
past with such controversial gorefests 
as The Woods Are Dark, The Cellar, 
Allhallows Eve and The Beast House, 
Laymon's work has become 
considerably stilted. He is not now the 
sort of writer | would put between 
hardcovers, and would certainly not buy 
him. 

John Gilbert 
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OUTSIDE THE DOG 
MUSEUM 


Jonathan Carroll 
Macdonald 
HB £14.95 


ka, Like all of Jonathan Carroll's 
dv work, Outside The Dog 
Museum is a treat for all those 

people who have ever cringed at the old 
'Ah, well, He works in mysterious ways' 
response to the constant and frustrated 
questioning of God's seeming lack of 
any sense of priorities. 

Early in the book, Fanny, one of the 
two ladies in Harry Radcliffe's life, asks 
if he likes language. Without even 
thinking, he tells her he believes in it. 
‘It's the only glue that holds us together,’ 
he adds. As it turns out, it's a prophetic 
statement. 

Radcliffe is a world-class architect 
who, when we first meet him, has 
mentally checked out for a while, feeling 
that he can no longer design buildings 
because he cannot see people inside 
them. Claire, the other woman, tells him 
that the reason is he's filled all the 
rooms with himself. 

As a child, Radcliffe is taken by his 
father to meet the terminally ill Robert 
Layne-Dyer, whose brain tumour causes 
him to spend much of his time falling 
down. 'The dying have a quality that 
even a child senses,' he remembers. 
'Not because they are already removed 
but because even young hearts sense 
their inability to stay longer.' 

Once he's mentally recovered, 
Radcliffe is approached by the Sultan of 


Saru to construct a dog museum. 
Because his life was saved on three 
separate occasions by a dog, the Sultan 
considers it his responsibility to build the 
museum for his people, and this despite 
the fact that dogs are considered haram 
— forbidden — in the Middle East. 

Reluctant at first, Radcliffe warms to 
the project and, following the death of 
the Sultan, is persuaded by the ruler's 
son to build the museum in exchange 
for a single wish. We follow the 
bemused architect to Saru and then to 
Austria where, with the help of a mixed 
contingent of Arabs, Americans and 
Austrians, work begins on the 
construction. 

While there, Radcliffe looks up an old 
friend, Maris Easterling, in Vienna. He 
meets her son, Nicholas, and, before 
the evening ends, he and the boy — 
who, by this time, he believes to be the 
reincarnation of Venasque, his 
Vietnamese pig — climb onto the roof of 
the local fleamarket to listen for the 
voice of God. On a later visit to see 
Maris, however, Radcliffe discovers that 
she is merely pregnant — though 
heavily so — and that she has no 
existing children. But if her child is a 
boy, she tells him incredulously, his 
name will be Nicholas. 

As the story — and the real reason 
for the dog museum — unfolds, 
Radcliffe endures an earthquake, 
assassination attempts and Bible 
studies, and meets up with Cthulu, the 
Sultan's mortal (or otherwise?) enemy. 

Outside The Dog Museum tackles — 
or, at least, recognizes — such 
twentieth century problems as elevator 
musak, the need to go insane, dying in a 
car wash, Karate Kid movies, the sexual 
fantasies of the blind, and magic... lots 
and lots of magic. 

"Wonder doesn't fit іп a book, Harry,’ 
Venasque tells Radcliffe, at the end of 
the story, as he guides the architect 
back to sanity. ‘It's too big.’ Not for this 
author it ain't! 

Pete Crowther 
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PRIME DIRECTIVE 


Judith and Garfield Reeves-Stevens 
Publisher Pocket Books 
Format HB £13.99 


With the Next Generation of 
we Star Trek television shows and 
БУЗЫ novels now around it's a little 
confusing to see a Star Trek novel set 
so long ago. Prime Directive takes us 
back to the final year of the original five 
year mission, i.e. when Captain Kirk and 
Co didn't have to dodder around on 
Zimmer frames. The book starts with the 
senior crew of the Enterprise being 
charged with destroying the sentient life 
on the planet Talin IV. This apparently 
occurred when Kirk tried to stop an 
accidental nuclear holocaust, although 
the Enterprise came under attack for her 
efforts. The impulse engines were 


damaged and the only way to save the 
ship was for Kirk to use the warp drive 
while in the planets atmosphere. 

Kirk, McCoy, Spock, Sulu, Chekov 
and Uhura (her name always sounds 
like someone being sick) are branded 
the Enterprise Six (to avoid confusion 
with the Guildford Four or the 
Birmingham Six maybe) and forced out 
of Starfleet. Of course they are able to 
prove their innocence in the end, though 
only after a full blow by blow account of 
the Talin IV mission, but then Trekkers 
know Kirk wouldn't do something that 
nasty. I've read several of the previous 
Star Trek novels and must admit to not 
being terribly fond of them. The problem 
is that most follow the standard TV 
episode, no bad thing | must add but in 
a novel the simple plotlines invariably 
don't work. But although Prime Directive 
seems in the first few chapters to follow 
this path, things quickly become more 
involved. Despite the hefty price tag this 
latest addition to the genre is well worth 
a read. 

Mark Caswell 


Prime Directive is also available on 
audio cassette, complete with sound 
effects. The Simon & Schuster two tape 
package costs £7.99, runs for three 
hours and is narrated by Scotty himself. 
It's pretty damn good too! — Andy 
Oldfield. 


өөө 
DARK MATTER 


Garfield Reeves-Stevens 
Publisher Doubleday 
Format HB $18.95 


The Canadian author, Garfield 
] Reeves-Stevens, has quietly 
honed his skills over the past 
few years with novels such as 
Blood Shift and Nighteves. Now, with 
Dark Matter, he has delivered a tour de 
force which should move him into the 
upper echelon of horror and thriller 
writers. 

The novel's style recalls both Dean 
Koontz, for its deft characterizations and 
skilful mixing of genres, as well as 
Thomas Harris, for its mounting 
suspense and occasional glimpses 
inside a psychopath’s mind. 

The story is set in the mid-1990s and 
centres around a Nobel Prize-winning 
quantum physicist named Anthony 
Cross. The brilliant, eccentric Cross has 
a complete entourage surrounding him, 
including a co-worker, Charis Neale, 
who doubles as his lover and 
confidante; two other co-workers who 
mostly act as sounding boards for 
Cross's theories and ideas; and a 
corporate financial sponsor supposedly 
only interested in Cross's work to the 
extent that they can use it for a 
charitable tax write-off. 

Intrigue blossoms when a workaholic 
LA detective, Kate Duvall, deduces that 
several murders are somehow 
connected to Cross's research team. 
Contrasted with the sheer brilliance of 
Cross's mind, Duvall's plodding 
thoroughness and surprising insights 
are quirky, fascinating, and somehow 
reminiscent of TV's Columbo (Yuk — 
Ed). As the true nature, and potential 
world-shaking impact, of the research 
team's experiments become apparent, 
the plot reaches full speed. 

Throughout the book, suspense and 
action-packed sequences are 
intermingled with lengthy discourses on 
quantum physics. That Reeves-Stevens 
manages to do this without breaking the 
mood or disrupting the flow of the story 
is a testament to his skills. Read Dark 
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Edited by Graham Masterston 
Now you can be scared - and show you care. 


£4.99 Out now in paperback 


«ім GraftonBooks 


| A Division of HarperCollinsPublishers 


Book Two of The Elenium 


Sparhawk sets out to find the long 
lost Bhellium jewel – the only magical 
object powerful enough to save the 
young Queen of Elenia. Second 
volume in the mighty Elenium series 
from the world's most popular 
fantasy writer. 

£8.99 Trade paperback 
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Brian Aldiss 
Dracula Unbound 


Bram Stoker meets the real-life 
Dracula meets far-future visitor 
Joe Bodenland, on a desperate 
mission to save humanity from 
the Undead. So begins an 
extraordinary convergence 

of horror and sf that is 

classic Aldiss. 

£13.99 Hardback 


William Hope Hodgson 
Carnacki the Ghost-Finder 


From one of our century's greatest 
horror talents, the classic stories of 
the exploits of the world's strangest 
sleuth. ‘His work is of vast.power 
in its suggestion of lurking worlds 
and beings behind the ordinary 
surface of life. ‘H.P LOVECRAFT 

£3.50 Paperback 
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Book 3: Tooth and Claw 


Third in the epic series featuring 
fantasy artist Frank Frazetta's best- 
known creation. Death Dealer seeks 
to discover the legendary Noon, 

in a world where the only law is 

the law of tooth and claw 

£3.99 Paperback 
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Now available in paperback, the sf 
Classic that inspired the world- 
famous movie 

£3.50 Paperback 
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Matter and you'll see an exciting new 
author hitting his stride. 


Bob Morrish 

@ @ eee 
ENTROPY’S.BED AT 
MIDNIGHT 


Dan Simmons 
Lord John Press 


BD} This book is brought to you 
dx courtesy of Lord John Press, 
EM] the same small press who 


published Stephen King's Dolan's 
Cadillac. Unfortunately, many of 
Simmons's fans are going to miss out 
on this masterpiece, a mere 400 copies 
were printed making this an instant 
collector's item. 

The protagonist of the story is Robert, 
an insurance adjuster for a high-risk 
insurance company. Robert is separated 
from his wife Kay, but has access rights 
to their daughter Caroline. On one such 
visit, Robert and Caroline take a trip to 
Breckenridge, Colorado. Much to 
Robert's dismay, Caroline finds a 
brochure describing the five most fun 
things to do in Breckenridge. Caroline 
insists that the Alpine Slide is at the top 
of her list. Robert reluctantly agrees to 
his six-year-old daughter's pleas. 

Simmons s popularity is growing by 
leaps and bounds. If you are fortunate 
enough to find a copy of this book, I 
urge you to pick it up regardless of the 
cost. 

Peter Griffin 
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WARHAMMER 40,000 - 
DEATHWING 


Edited by Neil Jones and David 
Pringle 

Publisher Games Workshop 
Format PB £4.99 


e @ Let me take you into the future 
we with this collection of short 
mtd) stories from the 41st Century, 


where humankind is at war with aliens 
that would make monsters from Stan 
Winston s worst nightmare look like 
Mary Poppins. Genestealers are the vile 
creatures in question, huge four-armed 
aliens who lurk on the burned-out hulks 
of spaceships floating in the infinity of a 
'dimensional warp' waiting to find a 
suitable world to infest. They reproduce 


by implanting eggs into hosts (whether * 


they be human or other aliens) and the 
resulting hybrid offspring slowly multiply 
and destroy the local population. 

The only protection from the 
Genestealers are the Imperial Space 
Marines, under the command of the 
Emperor they battle the alien hordes 
and make the galaxy a safer place. 
Deathwing is a collection of seven short 
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OUT TO а 


EIGHT SKILLED GENTLEMEN 


Barry Hughart 
Publisher Corgi 
Format PB £3.99 


к For my money, the best novel of 1988 was 
| S] Barry Hughart’s World Fantasy Award win- 
MAI ning Bridge Of Birds which resulted in an 
== inscrutable old shaman, Master Li Kao, 
taking on a brawny but not especially mentally gift- 
ed apprentice, Number Ten Ox, and making like an 
ancient Chinese version of Sherlock Holmes after 
an over indulgence in exotic narcotics. The second 
book The Story Of The Stone followed shortly 
thereafter and confirmed Hughart’s reputation as a 
cult fantasist and humorous stylist of exceptional 
vision. 

Eight Skilled Gentleman achieves the seemingly 
impossible by building on the brilliance of the ear- 
lier books. The third novel detailing the mysterious 
and sometimes barely comprehensible investiga- 
tions of the eccentric duo, is just as wise, wacky 
and witty as its forerunners. 

The story starts as the disgusting gastronome 
and murderer Sixth Degree Hosteler Tu, one of a 
job-lot of prisoners, is due for execution. Peking is 
excited about this, not only because of the vile- 
ness of Hosteler, but also because the job-lot pre- 
sents Devil's Hand, the executioner, with a chance 
to set a new record for clean one-stroked decapita- 
tions - the old record standing at 1,070. 
Excitement mounts, but then, just as Hosteler Tu is 
about to get it in the neck, pandemonium breaks 
out as a vampire ghoul turns up and distracts 
Devil’s Hand and the horrified crowd. But that’s 
not all, a minister of The Forbidden City is killed by 
another monster. Master Li and Ox are soon on the 
case, trying to work out the significance of myste- 
rious gilded bird cages which have a tendency to 


be stolen by an ape with a painted face seconds 
before Li and Ox manage to get their hands on the 
devices. 

Teaming up with a disfigured puppeteer and his 
gorgeous precognitive- and wet-dream inducing 
shaman daughter, the idiosyncratic Chinese 
sleuths get tangled up in a horrendous case of 
revived ancient magic, official and unofficial cor- 
ruption, and almost certain and messy death. 

Besides being a rattling good read and a charm- 
ingly convoluted tale, this marvelously written 
book is packed with touching insights into that 
realm where plausibility and implausibilty collide 
with spectacular results. 

Andy Oldfield 


Q 90999 


stories charting the day to day lives of 
Several characters, some are Space 
Marines, some are assassins, but all are 
in some way linked in the eternal battle 
with Genestealers. 

It may seem initially that your 
enjoyment of the book is dependent on 
your knowledge of Games Workshop 
RPG's such as Space Hulk and 
Deathwing. But that ain't so, both the 
characters and situations stand on their 
own two feet and work very well. RPG 
and SF fans will I'm sure like this. 


who is marching to war to regain his 
throne. Along the way both parties meet 
with the human and not so human 
inhabitants of the land, some are friendly 
while others do all in their power to kill 
our heroes. 

| must admit that the start of the book 
didn't hold my attention very well, if | 
hadn't been reviewing it | may well have 
given up half-way through the first 
chapter. But I'm glad | didn't because 
before long you find yourself engrossed 
in the world created by the author, and 


Mark Caswell some of the characters are really evil. 
Lovers of ancient history are well 

ә @ ç catered for, but be prepared for an initial 
struggle. 

WOLFK ruled. Joanna hopes that she is to marry МКО Well 

l ING Flynn, but instead her father decides ^ @ @ e 

Bridget Wood —. that she should be wed to a vile pig i ui 

Publisher Headline farmer called Muldooney. Joanna 

Format HB £14.95 


Ё] Wolfking is set in an Ireland of 
dx the future, mankind finally all 
2N but destroyed themself in a 
vast global war centuries before and the 
survivors literally had to rebuild from the 
shattered remains. But Flynn O'Connor 
is a young man who tells his girl-friend 

Joanna of an ancient Ireland where 
giants and many strange creatures 


decides to hide in the Glowing Lands 
that border the O'Connor land; a 
remnant of the Apocalypse they are in 
fact a gateway to ancient Ireland and 
Joanna soon finds herself there. So 
along with a man called Amairgen, who 
is the leader of the Gate Keepers, Flynn 
goes in search of Joanna. 

She in the meantime has been found 
by Cormac Mac Airt — Cormac of the 
Wolves. the exiled High King of Ireland 


HOW TO WRITE TALES 
OF HORROR, FANTASY 
& SCIENCE FICTION 


Edited by JN Williamson 
Publisher Robinson 
Format PB £4.99 


It may be impossible to teach absolute 
no-hopers how to write saleable fiction, 


NO CORNY COPYLINE, JUST... 


AWARD- 
WINNING 
SCIENCE 
FICTION... 


HYPERION 


THE STUMMING HUGO AWARD мии) 
x^ FICTION мочи. 4 


DWN SIMMONS 


195-03 CARRION COMFORT 


INNOVATIVE 
FANTASY... 


THE ROM 
THE BURREN 


HUMOROUS 
FANTASY... 


PROVING 
THAT FACT 
CAN BE 
STRANGER 
THAN 
FICTION... 


REMO EXSELLERT! FAURIEK ИСНЕ 


HYPERION 

Dan Simmons 

A brilliant vision of future 
technology and scientific 
revelation, which won the 
Hugo Award and Locus 
Award for Best Science 
Fiction Novel. 


18 April 
{4.99 paperback 


THE BOY FROM THE 
BURREN 
Sheila Gilluly 
| Enter the world of the 
_ Brotherhood of the Wolf, as 
_ portrayed by the author of 
: the Greenbriar Queen trilogy. 
| 7 March 
£14.95 hardback {£7.99 softback 
Also issued this month - 


THE CRYSTAL KEEP 
in paperback, £4.99 


THE OTHER SINBAD 
Craig Shaw Gardner 
Sinbad the Sailor is 
succeeded by Sinbad the 
Porter, a would-be 
accountant wanting to make 
an eighth legendary voyage. 
11 April 

£13.95 hardback £7.99 softback 


| RICHARD 


LAYMON 


FIRST CONTACT 

The Search for 
Extraterrestrial Intelligence 
Edited by Ben Bova and 
Byron Preiss 

Ап intriguing combination of 
Observation and speculation 
from people at the forefront of 
space research, including essays 
from Isaac Asimov and Arthur 
C. Clarke. Patrick Moore 


comments 'Really excellent.' 
11 April 
£5.99 paperback 


JUNI SPENCER 


KN HEADLINE 


| THE FALL OF HYPERION 


Dan Simmons 

The magnificent sequel, 'an 
unfailingly inventive narrative 
that vears comparison with such 
classics as Isaac Asimov's 
Foundation series, Frank 
Herbert's Dune and Gene Wolfe's 
Book of the New Sun' 

New York Times 

11 April 

£14.95 hardback {£7.99 softback 


WOLFKING 

Bridget Wood 

Flynn and Joanna are united by 
their love for a time long ago - an 
Ancient Ireland of heroes and 


kings, adventure and glory. 
17 March 
£14.95 hardback 17.99 softback 


HORROR... 


ONE RAINY NIGHT 
Richard Laymon 

Unnatural rain falls, turning the 
inhabitants of Bixby into 
murderous maniacs, even at the 
gas station where one customer 
shoves the pump down another's 


throat and squeezes the trigger. 
7 March 

£14.95 hardback {7.99 softback 
Also published, THE WOODS ARE 
DARK in paperback, £3.50 


THE UFO 


ENCYCLOPEDIA 
Compiled and Edited by 


| John Spencer for BUFORA 


The most comprehensive 

A to Z of ufology covering every 
aspect of alien abductions, 
celebrated cases and many 
lesser known contacts and 


sightings, as well as the hoaxes. 
11 April 
£16.95 hardback 


SOMETHING TO SUIT ALL TASTES 


How to Write 
Tales of 
Horror, Fantasy & 
Science Fiction 


it's certainly harder to teach even the 
naturally talented how to write fiction 
rather than non-fiction (believe me, | 
know, | do some tutoring!), but there’s 
still an awful lot which can be learned 


from the likes of creative writing classes, 


workshops... and How To books. 

To be a successful writer, raw talent 
is not enough — it has to be exercised 
and developed. Ultimately, the only way 
to improve your work is to write and 
keep on writing, but pointers are always 
helpful. How To Write Tales Of Horror, 
Fantasy & Science Fiction is a 
comprehensive volume packed with tips 
and hints on everything from the 
business side of getting an agent, 
through plotting, research and world 
building to the psychology of fantasy 
and horror. When the people offering 
tips and advice are Ray Bradbury, 
Marion Zimmer Bradley, Ramsey 
Campbell, Charles L Grant, Dean R 
Koontz, Steve Rasnic Tem et al, it'd be 
churlish, not to say downright foolish, 
not to listen and pay attention. 

I'd recommend this book to anyone 
who's serious about improving their 
writing. And seeing as it positively drips 
‘this is how | do it’ from some of the 
genre big names, it's a fascinating read 
for the downright nosy too. 

Andy Oldfield 


@ @ @ @ 
DARK ASHRAM 


Leo Giroux Jr 
Publisher Grafton 
Format PB £4.50 


Strains of Indiana Jones and 
Dan Simmons's Song Of Kali 
sliced through the ether as | 
read Leo Giroux's latest adventure yarn. 
The book is certainly not as good as the 
latter, but would hold its own against the 
former, if only because it is written in a 
very cinematic style. 

It's also not particularly innovative. 

The story runs true to genre form. 
Kali, the Indian goddess of destruction 
and rebirth, is on the up again as her 
Thuggee cult gains supporters. Stephen 
Wrench and Ram Shastri have had 
contact with the revived cult, and its 
Lord Kurt Leinster, when Wrench's 
daughter came under its deathly threat. 
Now Leinster has regained his powers 
after their last meeting and intends to 
increase his potency as a lord of 
darkness and the Great Huzoor — big 
cheese — of the Thuggee cult. So, 
basically, the only difference is that this 
time the fight is to the finish. 

If | hadn't read Song Of Kali some 
time ago | might have been tempted to 
pay money for Dark Ashram: but, 
fortunately, | have. Simmons's work is 
the antithesis of Dark Ashram — poetic, 
melodic and strongly original. Giroux 
has produced a pale imitation, which, 
despite its constant, heavy, pulse of 
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SCARE CARE 
Edited by Graham Masterton 
Publisher Grafton 

Format PB £4.99 


\ It's typical that British publishers are so 
scared of anthologies that British editors 
have to go to the States to find a market. 
The same holds true of Scare Care which was first 
published by Tor in America and is only now being 
released in paperback by Grafton. It should have 
been especially important that this book was pub- 
lished in Britain first because all the royalties go to 
the Scare Care Trust which channels resources 
into childrens charities. 

So, to the book, and what a shame it would have 
been if Graham had hastily put together a series of 
B-standard shorts. But no, he has carefully consid- 
ered the market and included different shades of 
stories for the widest possible horror audience. 

The contributor’s list is impressive, liberally 
peppered with the tops in British and American 
authors. There’s ‘The Ferries’ from Ramsey 
Campbell, ‘Monstrum’ һу {һе prolific JN 
Williamson, a vignette from ‘Domain’ from James 
Herbert, Peter Tremayne’s ‘The Last Gift’, ‘Junk’ 
from Stephen Laws, and Graham Masterton’s 
‘Changeling’ — well he is allowed one entry for all 
that preparatory work, and it is a good one. 

The biggest surprise in the volume is ‘Loopy’ 
from Ruth Rendell, an exquisite story about the 
wolfy side of human nature. My other faves are 
Harlan Ellison’s classic ‘The Avenger Of Death’ 
which deals with an agent of the Grim Reaper him- 
self, Steve Rasnic Tem’s claustrophobic and para- 
noid ‘Strangers’, and the gruesome ‘David’s Worm’ 
from Brian Lumley - if vou have a phobia about 


FOYALTIES PAID TO THE 


EDITED BY 
m у= 


кош Cre Eme T 


RUTH RENDELL 
CHARLESIL GRANT * AND MANY MORE 


long, wiggly, slimy, worms. avoid like the plague, 
or read at your masochistic pleasure 

Although | have extracted several stories which 
just about shine above the rest, | must say that all 
the stories in this collection glow in the dark — 
okay, I’m not being literal here. Scare Care is prob- 
ably the most important short story collection to 
see light during the past two years . It serves three 
functions: (1) it's for the cause of good horror liter- 
ature; (2) it draws in money for very worthy chari- 
ties; and (3) shows that horror writers aren't the 
evil, uncaring, bastards that some of their fictions 
might suggest. 

My only complaint is that the American address 
of Scare Care, not a British address is included in 
the book. If you want to contribute to the cause 
before you rush out and get this book, write to: 
Scare Care Trust US, Account Number 
103/0036189, Irving Trust Company, 51 West 51st 
St, New York NY 10019, USA. 

John Gilbert 


@ @ @ @ < 


tightly written adventure, has few of the 
Indian cultural spices that are evident in 
Song Of Kali. Your decision to buy 
should be made on the basis of whether 
you want an adventure that cuts corners 
on authenticity, or an atmospheric horror 
story. Dark Ashram certainly isn't the 
latter. 

John Gilbert 


ә ot 


DARK FUTURE - 
KROKODIL TEARS 


Jack Yeovil 


Fighting Fit with Arnie’ (Arnie S maybe?) 
and news of the Glastonbury music 
festival hos:ed by Johnny Lydan, who is 
to sing his greatest hit ‘God Save The 
Queen' (the Sex Pistols live again). 

There ars apparently a couple of 
other books charting the life and times of 
Jazzbeau, | will be looking out for them. 
Mark Caswell 
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WARHAMMER - 
SHADOWBREED 


David Ferring 


Publisher Games Workshop 
Format PB £4.99 


c @ This is a dark future indeed, 
ve it's the 1990s and the world is 
ky far different to the one we 


know. Vicious bands of juve gangs roam 
the streets, the worst are the 
Psychopomps headed by our heroine 
Jessamyn Bonney, alias Jazzbeau or 
Krokodil. And things are about to get 
worse, thanks to the efforts of Elder 
Nguyen Seth, High Priest of the Dark 
Ones, a horde of demonic creatures are 
about to be released on the world. The 
only person (apparently) able to stop 
them is Jazz, so Nguyen puts a price on 
her head. Three assassins apply for the 
job and all of them are well qualified, but 


ends 


even so Bronson Manolo, the 
Tasmanian Devil and Jibbenainosay 
are, at the end of the day, no match for 
Ms Bonney. 

Krokodil Tears paints a bleak but 
humourous picture of a world that could 
very well exist, and to ту mind that's the 
book's strength. The characters and 
situations are so realistic that you can 
almost imagine yourself in Jazzbeau's 
kinky leather boots (so to speak). But it's 
not just the central characters that grab 
your attention, background details are 
also excellent. Several times the reader 
is treated to the ramblings of Station 
Zeebeecee with such gems as 'Keep 


Publisher Games Workshop 
Format PE £4.99 


av trilogy of books now relate 
Gad те tales of Konrad, an Arnold 
Aİ Schwarzenegger sized warrior 


on ES vengeance trail. In the first book 
titled Konred his village is razed to the 
ground anc all his friends (including his 
girl-friend) are massacred by the 
Beastmen, led by the mysterious skull- 
faced man. 

In Shadowbreed Konrad is out to kill 
the skull-faced man but it isn’t easy to 
destroy the demonic creatures that 
inhabit the Chaos lands. And thus the 
path to avenging his people is a 
dangerous one, he must face Chaos 
Warriors, evil sorcerers and the threat of 


the rat-like Skaven. Shadowbreed puts 
me very much in mind of the many 
Conan The Barbarian novels around, 
the battles with strange creatures and 
the adventures Konrad and his various 
companions face certainly keep you 
turning the pages. 

Warblade is the third and final 
chapter of the series, and you can rest 
assured that I'll be looking out for it. 
Mark Caswell 
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THE KING OF THE 
HILL 


Paul J McAuley 
Publisher Gollancz 
Format HB £13.99 


Paul J McAuley has an 


2 authoritative voice in his 
fiction, especially with his harder science 
fiction — having a doctorate in botany 
probably has something to do with that. 
His voice is also being heard by a wider 
audience: he did a convincing scenario 
on the use/abuse of biotechnology in a 
recent edition of The New 
Internationalist, the books keep coming; 
and now his magazine short story output 
is collected together in this volume. 

Half of the eight stories (‘The King Of 
The Hill’, ‘Karl And The Ogre’, ‘Exiles’ 
and ‘Little Ilya And Spider And Box’) 
have appeared in Interzone. The others 
have seen print in American magazines: 


KING 
OF THE 


by the author of Four Hundred Billion Stars 


one, ‘The Temporary King’ in The 
Magazine Of Fantasy And Science 
Fiction; and three (‘Transcendence’, 
‘The Airs Of Earth’ and ‘The Heirs Of 
Earth’) in Amazing. 

In terms of style, the stories range 
from the seemingly gentle yet dark 
forest fantasy of ‘The Temporary King’, 
through a contemporary resurrection of 
Arthurian motifs and American military 
bases in ‘The King Of The Hill’ to the 
weirder science fiction territory of ‘Little 
Ilya' and ‘Exiles’. But running through 
and connecting all the stories is an 
incredible sharpness and story-telling 
skill which cuts straight to the heart of 


the characters involved and reveals their 
essential humanity. 

Good stories which are well told and 
which repay reading — there's not a lot 
more that you can ask of an author 
really. Go forth and read... 

Andy Oldfield 
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CERBERUS: А WOLF IN 
THE FOLD 


Jack L Chalker 
Publisher Penguin 
Format PB £3.99 


ag The Warden Diamond is a 
strange system, a central star 
М2 is orbited by four planets Lillith, 
Cerberus, Medusa and Charon in a 
diamond pattern (hence the name). The 
function of the system is to act as a 
natural prison; to stop breakouts a 
natural bacteria invades the body of any 
organic material as soon as it arrives on 
any of the four planets. It changes the 
genetic material of the host in a very 
subtle way. If the infected person tries to 
leave the system the organism dies, as 
does the host. The system is governed 
by four Lords Of The Diamond, and it 
has come to the attention of the 
Federation that they have been trading 
with nasty aliens. All four of the Lords 
are targeted for termination, and to this 
end Qwin Zhang is brought in. 


JACK L. 4 
CHALKER 


AUTHO. /ORLD SADA 


The Federation's usual practice in 
situations like this is to record the brain 
wave patterns of the operative and after 
removing certain parts transfer them into 
expendable bodies that are terminated 
after the mission is completed. Qwin's 
problem is that he finds himself in the 
body of a female expendable operative, 
luckily {һе warden virus makes body to 
body transfer possible so Qwin must 
become male again as soon as 
possible. 

The first thing that struck me was the 
similarity between this and the Harry 
Harrison Stainless Steel Rat books. The 
same sort of humour is present as Qwin 
dreams up outrageous plans to reach 
and terminate the Lord of Cerberus. 
Cerberus: A Wolf In The Fold is a fast 
paced and very entertaining SF romp 
that is well worth searching out. 

Mark Caswell 
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A TICKET TO THE 
BONEYARD 


Lawrence Block 
Publisher Morrow 
Format HB $18.95 


A Ticket To The Boneyard, 
Lawrence Block's eighth novel 
k= featuring the alcoholic 
detective Matthew Scudder is a stalk- 
and-slash blitzkrieg featuring mucho 
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PAN 


HORROR 


FANTASY 


THE NEW FORCE 
IN SCIENCE FICTION, 
FANTASY ANDHORROR 


Nightfall 


ISAAC ASIMOV 
and ROBERT SILVERBERG 


50 years on, the classic stóry is now a 
major novel from two giants of the 


genre. 5 


‘One of the best SF reads this year’ 
The Times 


May C-format paperback £7.99 


Dreamside 
Ӱ GRAHAM JOYCE > 


A dork fantasy of two couples drown 
back to the strange ond disturbing 
world they once creqted. 
+ ‘Fascinating and fearful . . . brilliant, 
sensuous and scaring’ 


lan Watson 
May A-format paperback £4.50 


O 


The Empire of Fear ° 
№ BRIAN STABLEFORD 


They could live for centuries, their 
empires spanned the world, men 
O called them vampires . . . 
‘Original, thoughtful and hugely 
entertaining’ 
Interzone М 


‘A masterpiece’ 


Fear 


June A-format paperback £4.99 


. The Sorceress andthe Xx 


Cy 


gnet 


PATRICIA A. McKILLIP 


A captivating novel of sorcery, 
enchantment and fear; this is a return 
to the style and power of the famous 

The Riddle-Master of Hed trilogy. 
‘There are no better writers . . . her 
work is at once beautiful and 
ж evanescent, translucent and distinct’ 
Stephen R. Donaldson 


Hardback £15.99 
C-format paperback £7.99 


June 


FEAR May 1991 65 


CURRY AND 


SPICED RICE 


THE WITCHING HOUR 


Anne Rice 
Publisher Chatto and Windus 
Format HB £14.95 


Susan Howatch meets Ray Bradbury is the 
only way to describe this tale of multi-gen- 

| erational witchery which starts in the pre- 
sent and moves back into the past for most of the 
massive 965-page novel before returning to the 
present with an emotive climax. 

Rowan Mayfair is a beautiful young neurosur- 
geon who, since birth, has been able to heal with 
more than a physical touch. On a sailing excursion 
off the coast of California, she saves a strange 
young man, called Michael Curry, from drowning. 
They have a brief romantic interlude before she 
realizes that she is descended from a family of 
powerful witches, historically rooted in Scotland 
but now based in New Orleans — where Rice lives, 
surprise, surprise. 

Rowan disappears off the face of the Earth and 
Michael goes to New Orleans in order to search for 
her. He comes into contact with occult scholars 
who allow him to read their files regarding the 
mysterious Mayfair family, its matriarchal bias, the 
strange guardian spirit called Lasher, and the pow- 
erful, apparently ageless warlock, Julian Mayfair. A 
large part of the book is a reproduction of these 
dry historical texts and, as such, is astonishingly 
boring. But, the historical and geographical map 
upon which Rice so ably paints her principalities 
— Scotland, France, Amsterdam, Port au 
Prince/17th century, American civil war, late 
19th/early 20th century — is so huge that you’ve 
got to give her full marks for extended effort. Her 


ability to charge what could have been a simple 
genre novel, with mainstream power is also quite 
remarkable, and, although some fans of her vam- 
pire novels may be unable to stay the course, | 
think that she was right to eschew genre conven- 
tions and create a book which is quite unique. 
Although not totally in tune with my idea of 
witchcraft, Anne Rice’s new novel is fabulously 
rich in story-telling texture, contains flamboyant, 
often downright disturbed, characters and, after a 
poor showing with The Mummy, it returns one of 
the few good women genre storytellers to her 
pitch. 
John Gilbert 
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human dead meat. It's a tale of 
determination, persistence and bloody 
revenge. 

Scudder's patch is New York City, a 
well-documented hostile environment 
which he travels around with ease, 
combining regular attendances at 
Alcoholics Anonymous meetings with a 
steady trail of coke-and-coffee-only 
visits to bars, greasy spoons and dismal 
back-alley joints. His contacts run the 
full gamut of all the low-life types 
indigenous to the Big Apple, and his 
work is similarly far-reaching. 

Into this relatively orderly scenario 
drifts — or rather returns — James Leo 
Motley, a particularly long-remembering 
antagonist of Scudder, who first 
encountered him when he tried to put 
the squeeze on Elaine Mardell, a call-girl 
who happened to be a personal friend of 
the detective, then in the police force. 
The situation was resolved by Scudder 
and Elaine conspiring to have him jailed 
on a set of frame-up charges. Not 
playing by the book, admittedly, but it 
could be argued that the end justifies 
the means. Unfortunately for all 
concerned, Motley doesn't quite see it 
that way. And now he's out of prison. 

After serving 12 years — the original 
sentence was only one-to-ten, but he 
got extra time for killing two inmates; he 
was also odds-on suspect in three or 
four other homicides — Motley hits the 
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Streets. And the first thing he does is 
visit'one-time hooker Connie 
Cooperman, an old friend of Scudder 
and Elaine, who has since settled down 
with a husband and three children. 
Motley murders them all, setting it up to 
look like the husband did it and then 
committed suicide. Then he sends the 
press cutting to Elaine without any 
covering message. 

Elaine realizes that the only person 
who could possibly have sent the cutting 
is Motley and, after a while, Scudder 
starts to believe it too. He travels to 
Ohio, scene of the Cooperman 
slaughter, and, with the help of the local 
police, he takes a closer look at the 
killings. 

From here on — and we're only a 
quarter of the way through — it gets 
progressively more tense, as we learn 
more about Motley's methods of 
dispatching his victims, more about his 
limitless ingenuity and a lot more about 
the horrific things he can do with his 
bare hands. Motley second-guesses 
Scudder all the way, pre-empting the 
detective's every move to expose him. 

Like Thomas Harris with Red Dragon 
and The Silence Of The Lambs, 
Lawrence Block has produced a work of 
nail-biting intensity, made all the more 
frustrating because the protagonist has 
no idea of his adversary's whereabouts. 
Scudder must simply wait and watch. 


Echoing the masterfully innuman 
Hannibal Lecter, James Leo Motley is a 
completely merciless and staggeringly 
efficient killing machine, working 
methodically to his own twisted logic 
and strength of purpose. His aim: to kill 
all of Scudder's women and then kill 
Scudder. The two big questions are: can 
Scudder stop Motley before he kills 
Elaine and can he do it without taking a 
drink? 

Pete Crowther 
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OTHERSYDE 


J Michael Straczynski 
Publisher Headline 
Format HB £14.95 


J Michael Straczynski was the 
chief writer and story editor for 
the new Twilight Zone 
television show, and in his latest novel 
OtherSyde there are many scenes 
which are extraordinarily visual in their 
impact. However, the book sustains a 
more protracted framework of dark 
tension than could ever fit into the TV 
format. 

Chris Martino and his mother move 
from New Jersey to Los Angeles. Chris 
finds that being the new kid at school is 
particularly unpleasant — the LA bullies 


are in a different league compared to 
those back in Hicksville. He befriends 
the long-time school wuss, Roger Obst. 
The pair discover that standby of 
schoolboys everywhere — lemon juice 
makes great invisible ink, you can't read 
the message until you heat the paper 
up. The problem is that what appears on 
the paper is not what Chris wrote, even 
though it's in his handwriting. 
Something's trying to make contact, 
something from the other side. And 
when it makes contact and sucks Roger 
under its influence, Chris is rightly 
worried. 


Meanwhile, a spate of mysterious 
teenage suicides is under investigation 
by a policewoman and her partner. Their 
path leads inexorably to Chris and 
Roger. And then Roger goes missing 
and the body count gets a turbo-boost 
as biting nasties from another realm get 
stuck into some human meat. 

Tension is the key to this novel, and 
the way that Straczynski builds it up and 
relentlessly presses it is quite 
impressive, even though not much 
attempt is made to sidestep the 
standard supernatural-thriller genre 
clichés in terms of technique, style and 
content: obligatory short, sharp 
chapters; action man school of 
characterization; and more shreddies 
than anyone could ever digest in one 
sitting. A competent example of its kind. 
Andy Oldfield 
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MR FROST 

Starring Jeff Goldblum, Alan Bates, 
Kathy Baker, Jean-Pierre Cassel, 
Francois Negret, Roland Giraud, 
Charley Boorman 

Director Philip Setbon 

Distributor CBS/Fox 

Cert 15, 94 mins 


ES] Alan Bates and Jeff Goldblum 
(ax are like chalk and cheese. The 
VEN former usually takes part in 
films and plays of literary merit — 
Women In Love, Return Of The Soldier 
and The Mayor Of Casterbridge — while 
the latter represents contemporary 
Hollywood in such films as The Fly, The 
Big Chill and Invasion Of The 
Bodysnatchers. But, in Mr Frost, the 
combination works perfectly as 
Goldblum plays Mr Frost, a quiet mass 
murderer, while Bates takes the role of a 
detective driven mad with the truth 
behind Frost's crimes. 
Mr Frost is the Devil incarnate and he 
plans to restore the balance between 
good and evil by ridiculing science 


(СЕТ YOUR 
TEETH INTO 


T.M. WRIGHT'S 
THE LAST VAMPIRE 


‘More than a master of quiet horror... 
He is a one-man definition of the term’ 
— Ramsey Campbell 

&3.99 paperback | 


ТНЕ 


EYE т WORLD 


Book One of The Wheel of Time 
Robert Jordan 


The world weaves as the Wheel wills... 


For Rand al’Thor and his friends, the 
never-ending battle of good against evil 
‘is set to begin... 


"The next major fantasy epic" 
PIERS ANTHONY 


OUT NOW IN ORBIT PAPERBACK 
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THE GREAT HUNT 


ORBIT] : 
ORBIT) The battle continues... 
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THRILLER 


which he believes has upset the balance 
between the two universal superpowers. 
To that end, Frost inveigles himself into 
the confidence of Dr Sarah Day (Baker). 
He tells her that she will kill him, thus 
showing that even the facts of science 
must bow to the vagaries of faith. The 
film postulates that, by killing Frost, Day 
believes that he is the Devil. But, playing 
devil's advocate for a moment, it could 
be interpreted that she as a human 
being, with human sensibilities, might 
also be driven to kill Frost because he is 
a psychopath beyond redemption. 

The plot is full of illogical buckshot, 
but, although Goldblum does not share 
the same level of frisson with Baker in 
this film as he does with Geena Davis in 
The Fly, the pairing generates its own 
quiet momentum which warrants a 
cursory glance at the film. The same 
cannot, however, be said of Bates, 
whose detective wanders around the 
locations with few rationales for his 
character's terror of Mr Frost. 

As is the case with so many good 
ideas — such as Fear which we 
reviewed in March — the realization of 
Mr Frost is in no way up to its promise. 
It's a pity, and a waste of a good, if 
unusual cast. 

John Gilbert 
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HOWLING VI: THE 
FREAKS 


Starring Brendan Hughes 
Director Hope Perello 
Distributor Palace 

Cert 18, 96 mins 


Biting back the vomit that 
usually rises in my throat 
whenever | come across а 
new Howling movie, | ripped open the 
cover with its hastily drawn John Bolton 
cover, and slotted the video cassette 
into my recorder. Ten minutes later, 
after a will |, won't I? session that 
threatened never to end, | pressed 
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play... 

My hopes were first dashed by the 
young lady, face blackened with dirt, 
blouse torn to the breasts who lumbered 
on to screen, occasionally looking 
worriedly over her shoulder and 
eventually succumbing to the tearing 
and chomping noises of some off- 
Screen beast. 

Cut to a desert scene and join the 
hero lan Richard (Hughes) as he tramps 
out of the desert toward the tiny town of 
Canton Bluff. At first given a decidedly 
cold shoulder by the local sheriff, he 
soon finds work with the local minister 
and his daughter who are keen for his 
help 

Enter the carnival and freakshow with 
its owner Harker (Payne) who is 
probably named after Jonathan Harker, 
Bram Stoker's fearless vampire hunter. 
Long ago, Harker laid the curse of the 
werewolf on lan after killing his father 
and the rest of his family when they 
discovered he was a vampire. But, while 
lan seeks revenge, Harker reveals him 
as a creature of the night and sets him 
up for some grisly murders — including 
that of the sheriff. Naturally good wins 
the night, but not before battle of the 
beasts. 

Although nowhere as good as Joe 
Dante's original Howling movie, it far 
outshines the other four turkeys and 
makes up for the lack of wolf in part V: 
The Rebirth — which would have more 
aptly been titled The Afterbirth. The 
transformation effects are ropy — and | 
preferred Payne’s vampire to Hughes’ 
effete werewolf, which looked as if it had 
a bad cold. The freak show storyline, 


@ It ain't Todd Browning, but it's a howling 
freak all the same 


though done to death by the likes of 
Dean R Koontz and Richard Laymon, at 
least explored some interesting ideas. It 
may have some suspicious looking 
feathers growing out of it and make the 
occasional gobbling noise, but at least it 
lays to rest the curse of the Howling bad 
blood. 

John Gilbert 
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THE HANDMAID'S 
TALE 


Starring Natasha Richardson, Robert 
Duvall, Faye Dunaway, Aidan Quinn 
Director Volker Schlondorff 
Distributor Virgin Vision 
Cert 18, 94 mins 

If the original Margaret Atwood 
YAY novel is a work of art then 
Volker Schlondorff's film adaptation is a 
caricature. Fleshed out with stolid 
performances by Richardson and 
Dunaway, and titivated by the seminal 
suggestion of rape the film unleashes a 
plethora of unsavoury human 
possibilities. 

Richardson plays Kate, a fertile 
woman in an infertile world who is 
separated from her daughter, bonded as 
a Handmaiden and asked to bear the 
baby of rich military commander Fred 
(Duvall being his usual muted evil self). 
She soon learns that Fred is probably 
impotent and that his wife, the impotent 
(and how's that for irony) Faye 
Dunaway, Fred wants her to fuck the 
handyman (Quinn) in order to procreate 
but, more deeply, wants her to betray 
the strictures of Handmaidenhood and 


suffer execution with her neck in a 
noose. f 

She eventually falls for the 
handyman, discovers that he is a 
resistance fighter and goes on the run 
with him after killing Fred with a knife. 
The film gathers pace as Kate goes on 
the run with her lover, realizes that the 
world is totally controlled by an impotent 
megalomaniac, goes in search of her 
daughter... and ends for the viewer with 
a crushing need to know more. 

Fascinating, disturbing, and 
restrained yet controversial, The 
Handmaid's Tale will satiate those on an 
eternal, probably snobbish, ego- 
boosting search culture and confuse 
everyone else with its intrinsic delicacy 
given the subject matter. It is the type of 
film that will hit different people with 
various shades of like and dislike. My 
suggestion is watch it, but don't take 
mine as the final word on this much 
misunderstood movie... 
John Gilbert 
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THE FLASH 


Starring John Wesley Shipp, Amanda 
Pays, Michael Nader, Alex Desert 
Director Robert Iscove 

Distributor Warner 

Cert PG, 89 mins 


BS) Over recent months, the peace 
dv of Central City has been 
VENT] shattered by the engines, 


bombs and bullets of the Dark Riders. 
This huge motorcycle gang have killed, 
maimed and looted and are on the 
verge of bringing the once proud city to 
its knees. The Riders act too quickly to 
be caught and the police are baffled as 
to the whereabouts of the gang's base. 

Barry Allen works in the police crime 
lab and, one fateful night, works late to 
analyse a soil sample taken from a 
Rider's cycle. He's hit by lightning during 
a freak storm and sent crashing into 
racks full of chemicals. 

He's soon out of hospital but while 
running with his dog accelerates to a 
fantastic speed. The same 
disorientating, draining experience 
happens when he runs to catch a bus 
and travels more than 30 miles in just a 
few seconds. Disturbed and determined 
to rid himself of this freakish power, he 
seeks the help of, Tina, a research 
scientist. Predictably enough, Barry 
learns to control the power and goes 
after the Dark Riders. 

I'm unfamiliar with Barry Allen, but I’m 
very fond of Wally, the last character to 
gain super-speed, and The Flash comic 
in general. | doubt if Allen's first 
adventure was originally against a gang 
of biker thugs but this TV movie and the 
series it's spawned in the States has 
met with the approval of The Flash's 
long-time readers. 

Superhero movies have a history of 
being turkeys, the first two Superman 
films and The Incredible Hulk TV movies 
being the only exceptions in my eyes. 
(Batman? A capon, methinks.) Until The 
Flash, that is, which although flawed — 
some recasting would be helpful — has 
the requisite elements for a good super- 
powered flick: freaky accident, quality 
but faintly ridiculous effects, loathsome 
villain (Pike, the Riders’ leader), several 
remarkable coincidences and a 
melodramatic soundtrack to match the 
camp action. 

The score is reminiscent of Batman 
(or indeed Darkman), hardly surprising 
as it was composed by Danny Elfman. 
With its countless night-time street 
scenes and dramatic camera angles. 


MANIAC СОР 2 


Starring Robert Davi, Claudia Christian, Bruce 
Campbell, Robert Z’dar, Leo Rossi 

Director William Lustig 

Distributor Medusa Pictures 

Cert 18, 83 mins 


The original Maniac Cop was a hit because 
it stuck closely with a disturbingly feasible 
idea. A policeman called Matt Cordell 
(Z'dar) is sent to prison by his corrupt superiors 
for a crime he did not commit and is then appar- 
ently murdered by inmates. His body disappears 
from the morgue and, soon after, a mysterious 
beat policeman goes on the rampage, killing mem- 
bers of the public and getting his revenge. 

This sequel has a similar premise, but unfortu- 
nately plays handball with the plots — 1 use the 
term loosely — of the latter Friday The 13th and 
Halloween movies. Cordell survives his plunge 
into the river, quickly kills Jack Forrest (Campbell) 
the hero of the first film and his partner (Landon), 
before linking up with a psychopathic murderer 
(Rossi) who has a religious hang up on whores. 

Cordell's plan is first to murder as many police- 
man as he can, and this he does by busting into 
the precinct house with a shotgun, and then break- 


SHOTGUN 
HUMOUR 


W |f it's the time you want to know, find 
another policeman! 


ing in to Sing Sing prison to have his way with the 
inmates who killed him. Unfortunately, the empha- 
sis in this film is on the supernatural and, although 
the wildly improbable ending finally resolves all 
loose ends, the final sequence in which Cordell 
rises from the grave — presumably for another 
sequel — puts the dampers on this film. 

Maniac Cop fans should not, however, despair. 
The movie has some wonderful moments: the bat- 
tle at the precinct, Cordell's relationship with the 
very believable psycho, and the sequence in which 
a police psychiatrist (Christian) is handcuffed to 
the steering wheel of a car which is then shunted 
onto a busy highway while she struggles to get in 
through the driver's window and gain control. The 
grey humour is also quite entertaining, especially 
when Landon grabs a chainsaw in order to deal 
Cordell his final cut. 

If you're into Maniac Cop for the thrills and 
stunts rather than the characters and storyline, the 
second movie is most definitely worth a rent. But, 
if you had a particularly innovative sequel in mind 
for Cordell and the New York police force, well, 
writer Larry Cohen has disappointed this time. 
John Gilbert 
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Central City resembles Gotham and The 
Flash a scarlet-suited Batman. Whether 
or not The Flash intentionally mimics 
Tim Burton's blockbuster, it doesn't 
have the same mass appeal but still 
warrants attention. 

Warren Lapworth 
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RED BLOODED 
AMERICAN GIRL 


Starring Andrew Stephens, Heather 
Thomas, Christopher Plummer 
Director David Blyth 

Distributor 20/20 Vision 

Cert 18, 89 mins 


A girl's tits and a man’s bum 
confront the unprepared 
punter at the start of this 
bottom of the barrel SF/horror romp. 
The man has a serious blood disorder 
that makes him crave the red stuff. He 
passes his problem on to the beauty on 
the bed by cutting open her neck and 
sucking... 

Dr John Alcore (Plummer) is 
responsible for this mess. While 
researching a cure for the ageing 
process he and his team were infected 
with the dread disease. Now they need 
the help of young genius Owen Urban 
the Third (Stevens) who pays less 
attention to his work and thinks more 
about jumping Paula, a young and, so 
far, uninfected researcher at Alcore’s 
clinic. When she gets infected, Urban 
desperately tries to find a cure. In the 
sickeningly sweet end, Urban 
graphically gets the girl, finds the cure 
and even makes friends with the overtly 
evil Alcore who is, we're then asked to 
believe, a scientist whose only aim has 
been to cure himself, and become 
immortal in the process. 

As an interesting idea turned into a 
dog (dog turd?) by the director, Red 
Blooded American Girl, is a winner: it 
even has a long title that exudes a very 
primitive sexuality and a cover image 
that has nothing to do with the plotline. 
Pity that the rest of this tale is a pile of 
bloodless garbage. Vampires may be on 
the way back again, but | suspect you'll 
find better fare at the cinema this 
summer without resorting to this kind of 
pap to get your jollies. Don't let it over 
the threshold. 

John Gilbert 
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NIKITA 


Starring Anne Parillaud, Jean-Hugues 
Anglade, Jean Reno 

Director Luc Besson 

Distributor Palace 


Cert 18, 111 mins 
` The PR for Nikita is full of 
ee buzzwords: brilliant, shocking 
EM] and brutal, sexy, cool, efficient, 
uncompromising, an exceptional thriller. 
Nice hype, shame about the movie. 
The storyline sounds promising 
enough, but in virtually all departments 
this sub-titled French film is as exciting 
as a John Major press conference. The 
eponymous heroine (Parillaud) is an 
amoral junkie murderer who gets caught 
and sentenced to life. In prison, the 
authorities decide that she has a 
personality appropriate to a government 
assassin and set out to recruit her. To 
help convince her that she ought to co- 
operate, they show her photos of her 
own funeral and her grave surrounded 
by mourners, yep they've announced to 
the outside world that she's popped her 
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clogs and gone to join the heavenly 
throngs, and if she doesn't play their 
games she'll take up residence in the 
empty casket in the graveyard tout de 
suite. 

Reluctantly, she succumbs and 
allows her innate viciousness to be 
channelled according to the wishes of 
the sort of officials who sanctioned the 
sinking of The Rainbow Warrior. She's 
released from prison with a new identity, 
shacks up with a soppy French 
supermarket checkout operator 
(Anglade) who wants to be a boat 
builder, and every now and then gets a 
coded phone call and nips out to shoot 
someone. 

The work begins to get her down and 
therein is room for all sorts of character 
development — hers, her instructor, and 
her lover who gradually realizes what's 
going on. But that dimension is largely 
ignored, and what development does 
occur is merely on the level of clichéd 
banality. 

Usually, a gloss in the 
characterization department heralds a 
concentration on violence and action 
scenes, especially in a film advertised 
as an action thriller. Not so in Nikita, the 
few high-octane sequences probably 
account for only five minutes of the total 
running time. So, if there's no shrewd 
psychological exploration and no action, 
what the hell happens, you may ask? 
Bog all basically. There's some prettily 
filmed attempts at building tension, but it 
seems that no one's heart is in it. The 
film consists largely of vacuous and 
aimless filling in of time interspersed 
with snippets of action and Nikita's self- 
pity. With all the pace of a crippled snail 
on barbiturates, Nikita doesn't so much 
build to a denouement as meander to an 
inconsequential and fairly arbitrary end. 
Andy Oldfield 


ә 
REPOSSESSED 


Starring Leslie Nielsen, Linda Blair, 
Ned Beatty 

Director Bob Logan 

Distributor Guild Home Video 

Cert 15, 80 mins 


Making a successful horror 
movie parody is not easy. To a 

M large extent conscious self- 
parody lurks not far beneath the surface 
of most horror films, indeed on the 
explicit level it constitutes a sizeable 
sub-genre in itself. Undeterred, 
Repossessed makes a brave stab at 
parodying that paragon of serious 
chillingness, The Exorcist. 

Nancy Aglet (Blair) is possessed by 
the Devil, via a TV set. Her subsequent 
head twisting, face contorting, guttural 
vocals and vomit spraying are 
interpreted by her kids as pre-menstrual 
tension, but Father Jaddian Mayii 
(plenty of scope for ‘May |’ jokes there) 
knows better. 

The film is centred around a lecture 
delivered by the buffoonish Mayii 
(Nielsen). Using flashbacks to illustrate 
his lecture, he explains how Ms Aglet 
was possessed once before, how he did 
the exorcism, and how he tried to avoid 
getting involved the second time round. 
Indeed, it's only when a pair of TV 
(credit card donations accepted) 
evangelists try and do a live exorcism 
on TV and turn the whole thing into a 
showbiz fund-raising rip-off, that he was 
ultimately drawn out of retirement. As far 
as plot goes that's about it. But this isn't 
about plot, it's about puns, one-liners, 
and sketches that are loosely, and often 
tenuously, linked by the storyline in the 
style of the Airplane films and Kentucky 
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Fried Movie. 

Like its predecessors, it's very much 
a hit and miss affair. Some jokes work 
well, especially those groan-inducing 
visual gags which are most tangential to 
the plot, e.g. a doctor saying he's had 
two cases of flu in today while in the 
background someone's carrying a 
couple of wooden cases with ‘flu’ 
stencilled on them. However, the 
success rate is not as consistently high 
as in Airplane and Kentucky Fried Movie 
and many gags fail, either because they 
go for the too obvious and tip over from 
parody into mere silliness or, 
occasionally, where they depend on a 
familiarity with unfamiliar (for a British 
audience) TV personalities. 

It's probably worth hiring for when 
you get back from the pub of a Friday 
night and can't face watching The Word 
or whatever else is deemed fit viewing 
for drunks. Don't expect too much and 
you won't be dissatisfied. 

Andy Oldfield 
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BEYOND THE STARS 


Starring Martin Sheen, Christian 
Slater, Sharon Stone, F Murray 
Abraham, Olivia d'Abo, Robert 
Foxworth 

Director David Saperstein 
Distributor Braveworld 

Cert PG, 88 mins 


ae It's an old story: man goes to 

the moon, finds something 
VAY incredible there and gets 
disenchanted with life back on Earth. 
But add a believable performance from 
Martin Sheen as the alcoholic astronaut 
coupled with the idealistic boy who 
wants to go to the moon and you've got 
a sometimes neat little drama about the 
reality of America’s space exploration 
problems. 

Slater plays 17-year-old Eric Mason 
who misfires one of his model rockets 
into the highschool and is suspended for 
30 days. Sent by his mother to live with 
his dad for the punishment period he 
quickly makes friends with his father’s 
new girl-friend and develops a rocky 
relationship with a local waitress called: 
Mara (d'Abo) who knows Paul Andrews 
the astronaut (Sheen). Eric is keen to 
talk to Andrews about the moon and 
space travel but, having been kicked out 
of NASA, his hero is reticent. 

Eric's dad (Foxworth) is none too 
keen on the boy's interest in space 
because he too was involved with 
Apollo, as a technician, and was laid off 


Wi 15 it a frisbee? Is it a pizza? No such luck, 
it's Captain America 


when the programme was closed down. 
Eventually, Eric strikes up a relationship 
with Andrews who is regarded as a 
drunk. But the astronaut holds two 
secrets, one of which is an important 
development in the search for extra- 
terrestrials, the other a personal tragedy 
which will resurrect his hero image, at 
least in the eyes of young Eric. 

Full of emotion and poignantly 
directed by David Saperstein, who also 
has Cocoon and Cocoon 2 to his credit, 
Beyond The Stars is mainly about the 
pressures of space flight, the hardware 
disasters and the spiritual awakening, 
but there's also magic, otherworldliness 
which doesn't fully break though until the 
finale. And that tiny illusive fragment 
makes this film important for genre and 
non-genre audiences alike. 

John Gilbert 
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CAPTAIN AMERICA 


Starring Matt Salinger, Ronny Cox, 
Ned Beatty, Darren McGavin, Michael 
Nouri, Melinda Dillon, Scott Paulin 
Director Albert Pyun 

Distributor 20/20 Vision 

Cert PG, 94 mins 


BS) I know what the evil nazi Red 
dv Skull thought when first faced 
ENS with Captain America: he's a 


prat. 

The movie starts with the creation of 
Red Skull, a young Aryan boy who is 
taken from his family and injected with a 
drug which gives him incredible 
strength, an incredible intellect, and a 
red skin. Disgusted with the boy's 
treatment, the lady doctor who 
developed the drug manages to escape 
from the German fortress headquarters 
and pops up in California during 1930 to 
take part in similar experiments on 
weedy Steve Rogers (Salinger), an 
American GI who, as a result of the 
experiment, becomes the powerful 
Captain American. 

Rogers' first mission is to take on the 
Red Skull, but he is captured, bound to 
a rocket and fired at the White House. It 
gets worse, as Rogers redirects the 
missile into the Arctic wastes. Forty 
years later he is revived and continues 
the quest to destroy the crimson peril, 
who is now responsible for most of the 
evil in the world and plans to subvert the 


President of the United States (Cox). 
Needless to say, he wins the day and 
bored me silly at the same time. 

| am astonished that Marvel allowed 
this Captain America film to be made. 
The cast is intent on wringing every 
ounce of chemically treated water out of 
this ham. It confirms my view that what 
can appear as serious stuff in a comic 
book can so easily play as comedy on 
the cinema screen. Black marks for all 
involved. 
John Gilbert 


ә 
GRAVE SECRETS 


Starring Paul Le Mat, Renee 
Soutendijk, David Warner 
Director Donald P Borchers 
Distributor SGE Home Video 
Cert 15, 85 mins 


At last, proof that low budget 
horror movies can be as 
enthralling as big budget 
thrillers. The producer of Grave Secrets, 
Michael Alan Shores, may also have 
been responsible for Children Of The 
Corn, but his instincts for this film were 
spot on. 

Iris Norwood (Soutendijk) owns a 
boarding house on the edge of a small 
American town, but guests won't stay 
more than one night because of the 
ghostly disturbances which take place, 
without fail, at midnight. She hesitantly 
Calls in psychic investigator Dr David 
Shaw (Paul Le Mat) who learns that the 
ghost is probably Iris's husband who the 
townsfolk believe she killed a year ago. 

Shaw cannot believe that Iris is a 
murderer and sends for trance medium 
Carl Farnsworth (Warner). The resulting 
seance, is the high point of the movie, 
being underplayed rather than hammed 
up by all concerned. Farnsworth allows 
himself to be possessed by the vengeful 
husband and, before the dramatic close 
of the proceedings, discovers that lris is 
the centre of a terrible miscarriage of 
natural justice. The odious truth 
eventually plays itself out in a chilling 
climax which will have you looking under 
your bed before putting the lights out for 
days after you've seen this movie. 

Proving that biggest isn't always best, 
the cast put in generally good 
performances, but | was most 
impressed by the special effects: it was 
not obvious that they were done on a 
limited budget. This is excellent horror 
fare and an excellent diversion from the 
block busters. 

John Gilbert 
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PRESENTS: 
DEATHSTALKER III: 
The Warriors from Hell 


Starring John Allen Nelson, Carla 
Herd, Thom Christopher, Terri Treas 
Director Alfonso Corona 

Distributor First Independent 

Cert 15, 81 mins 


BD) If this is the state of the art in 
(2 d fim high fantasy then | 
VEN despair. 


The evocative illustration on the 
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Winner Gore Award 17th 
Paris Festival of Fantasy 
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cassette cover, painted by the legendary 
Boris Vallejo, is the best thing about this 
package, but it has little to do with the 
storyline. Deathstalker, a fantasy hero 
who has about half the muscle power of 
Conan the Barbarian, is asked by his old 
friend, a soothsayer, to protect a 
princess who owns one half of a jewel of 
power. The second part of his quest is 
to find the other half of this dull looking 
piece of glass and reunite them for the 
powers of good. 

But, the evil wizard Troxartes — 
dressed in one of the silliest suits of 
armour I've ever seen — is also after 
the stone and a battle to the death 
between the two goliaths. In order to 
save both maiden and stone — not a 
quest | would find particularly worthy — 
Deathstalker must kill Troxartes, a 
supernatural, if not superhuman, task in 
itself. 

Riddled with the clichés of a 
thankfully almost forgotten era of film 
making, Deathstalker III is too much like 
Terry Marcel's Hawk The Slayer, which 
atleast had highish production values, 
interesting characters and moderately 
flash special effects. As you can 
probably gather by now, it's not the best 
of the new First Frights from First 
Independent, but don't let that put you 
off the rest of the series. 

John Gilbert 
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FIRST FRIGHT 
PRESENTS: ZOMBIE 
HIGH 


Starring Virginia Madsen, Richard 
Cox, Kay E Kuter 

Director (you mean this thing was 
directed?) Ron Link 

Distributor First Independent 

Cert 15, 87 mins 


\ Try this for an over used 
concept. Take an American 
college, add a bunch of weird 
teens, drop in the first female pupil, and 
you've got? No, not Beverly Hills 
1292947874734666, but yet another low 
budget schlocker — with no schlocks — 
that should have been put to rest a 
decade ago. 

Virginia Madsen stars, if that's the 
right word, as Andrea Miller, a 
Screamsome teen who is at first pleased 

to have got her historic scholarship at 
‘the Ettinger Academy. But, despite the 
number of friends Andrea makes, she 
appears to be the only livewire at the 
school. All the other boys are as 
emotionless as turkey slice in a 
sandwich. 

The reason for the student malaise? 
Someone at the college is turning them 
into slavish zombies so that when they 
leave they can take on positions of 
power... and you can probably guess 
the rest. 

A cross between The Omen and The 
Stepford Children, without the good 
points of either of those movies, Zombie 
High is not a film | would rent at £1.50 
let alone buy at £9.99. However, the 
other movies in the First Fright series, 
from which this one comes, are of a 
much higher level. The others in the 
pack are Parents, Vampire In Venice, 
Lair Of The White Worm, Waxwork, The 
Unholy, Class Of 1999, Chud II, 
Rawhead Rex, Blood Diner, and 
Slaughter High, ranking in that order of 
preference. And yes, this series is 
certainly a hit and miss affair. 

John Gilbert 
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W They're in deep water, but they feel 
buoyant all the same 


THE ABYSS 


Starring Ed Harris, Mary Elizabeth 
Mastrantonio, Michael Biehn, Leo 
Burgmester 

Director James Cameron 
Distributor CBS-Fox 

Cert 15, 134 mins 


I» @ Rarely has there been a film 
we so beautiful to behold and yet 
ЫЗ so flawed in its final cinematic 
cut. 

The Abyss is really two movies, the 
almost three hour epic in which aliens 
change the course of human history, 


and the vastly cut down film that did see 
the inside of cinemas. The first two 
thirds of both films are ostensibly the 
same, taking place on Deepcore drilling 
rig whose crew have been asked to help 
in the search mission for a missing 
nuclear submarine. 

Crew members include Deepcore 
commander Bud Brigman (Harris) and 
his wife Lindsey (Mastrantonio) who is 
the designer of the underwater way- 
station. They are undergoing a messy 
separation, so the water temperature 
rises when she arrives to help in the sub 
search. Further mud is stirred up when a 
team of Navy SEALS, led by Lt Coffey 
(Biehn) drop in to take over the hunt. 

Coffey begins to suffer from the 
underwater sickness and finally flips 
when Lindsay makes contact with a 


group of aliens. He believes that they 
are 'red' extremists who are also intent 
on finding the sub, and decides to blow 
them away. The bomb is set, but when 
Coffey is finally overpowered Brigman 
goes out to try and disarm it, finally 
encountering the aliens en route. 

The released film ends here, but the 
original went on to explain why the 
aliens were on the planet and showed a 
real change in human attitude towards 
the Earth. It is a pity that such an 
interesting ending was hacked off 
because of time limitations. The result 
would, deservedly be a piece of 
cinematic history whereas this version of 
the film comes nowhere near. It's a 
shame that that production company did 
not listen to Cameron and Hurd. 
Cameron is a genius of popular cinema 
and put a great deal of effort into this 
movie. Unfortunately, in the film 
business, effort wins only half the battle. 
John Gilbert 
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SPONTANEOUS 
COMBUSTION 


Starring Brad Dourif, Cynthia Bain, 
Jon Cypher, William Prince, Melinda 
Dillon, Dey Young 

Director Tobe Hooper 

Distributor Braveworld 

Cert 18, 88 mins 


ne Despite the trappings of World 
š Ш War II nuclear tests and the 
emphasis on the fire that can burn 
human bone and flesh without affecting 
clothing, Spontaneous Combustion is 
just a dark versiori of Stephen King's 
Firestarter. 

In 1955 a young married couple are 
put into an experimental shelter near the 
centre of an atomic test. They are not, 
however, told that the shelter offers no 
protection to radiation and months later 
they both burst into flames. The story 
would have ended there but this couple 
had a bonk in the shelter shortly after 
the detonation of the bomb and their 
baby has some strange powers — just 
don't ask him if he's got a light. 

Unlike King's Charlie McGee, young 
Sam (played by ageing Dourif) is driven 


Æ C'mon baby, light my fire 


mad by his at first indiscriminate talent: 
well wouldn't you be if you fingers 
caught fire for no apparent reason. Sam 
Soon realizes that rage drives his 
abilities (surprise, surprise) and begins 
to turn it on those he hates for one 
vacuous reason or another. He 
eventually burns out, literally, much to 
the relief of the audience, no doubt. 
Director Tobe Hooper should be 
torched for this uninspiring piece which 
may have the special effects if not 


pyrotechnics but lacks believable 
characterization, logic, and 
inventiveness. It might have satisfied B- 
movie audiences in the 30s, but 
Spontaneous Combustion is unlikely to 
raise even a fiery fart of indifference 
from today's video audiences. 

John Gilbert 


PREDATOR 2 
Starring Danny Glover, Gary Busey, 
Bill Paxton 

Director Stephen Hopkins 
Distributor 20th Century Fox 

Cert 18 


we be stopped!’ Los Angeles 
mye) 1997, and the city’s been 


transformed into a virtual warzone — rival 


Colombian and Jamaican drug gangs 
battling it out for criminal supremacy. 
With the police outnumbered, 
outgunned and close to conceding 
control, another, far deadlier element 
enters the fray. Stalking the streets of 
this urban jungle is a merciless alien 
monster, attracted to Earth by the flare 
of the escalating conflagration, picking 
off gang members and cops alike with 
indiscriminately barbaric precision. 

This time around there's no 
Schwarzenegger. Instead we get two for 
the price of one: Danny Glover's 
renegade cop Harrigan seeking 
retribution for his partner's murder and 
Gary Busey, leader of a team of 
government operatives whose intention 
is to capture the creature — alive. 
Inevitably, their differing purposes 
extend to mutual animosity, both fighting 
each other and their environment- 
assimilating adversary with equal brio. 

Nightmare On Elm Street 5 director, 
Hopkins, here exhibits a seemingly 
inexorable predilection for explosive 
destruction and military hardware. 
Arnie's absence is debasing, as is the 
shift to an all too familiar backdrop, but 
the pace is breakneck and there’s 
something magnificently compelling 
about the expertly staged chaos and 
slam-bang pyrotechnics. Hopkin’s visual 
vocabulary echoes Cameron, 
McTiernan and Mulchay, yet reveals a 
stylishness all of its own. While the plot 
dealt him by original writers Jim and 
John Thomas is as derivative as fuck — 
not so much plagiarizing Aliens as 
ripping the whole damn film off — Mark 
Goldblatt's muscular editing and a 
constantly moving camera are 
powerfully persuasive, compensatory 
tools that go right for the gut. Brash, 
mindless and relentlessly visceral, the 
adrenalin-inducing mayhem and 
wholesale slaughter prove entertaining 
in a way that defies logical 
comprehension. Kickin' — as they say. 
Mark Salisbury 
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"There's no stopping what can't 


PSYCHOTIC 


MESSIAH 


MISERY 


Starring James Caan, Kathy Bates, Lauran Bacall, 
Richard Farnsworth 

Director Rob Reiner 

Distributor Medusa Pictures 

Cert 18 


Driving home after completing work on his 
latest book, best-selling romantic novelist 
Paul Sheldon (James Caan), author of a 
series of turn-of-the-century pot-boilers featuring 
the character Misery Chastain, crashes off the road 
during a blizzard. Dragged from the wreckage by a 
hefty, bundled up figure, his saviour, Annie Wilkes 
(Bates), identifies herself as his number one fan. 
Nursing the crippled Sheldon back to health in her 
home, she steadfastly refuses to contact the 
authorities. As winter butts spring, the realization 
that his captor's sanity is precarious manifests 
itself when Annie reads the just-published final 
instalment in the Misery saga. Enraged at Misery 
Chastain's untimely demise in its pages, she 
instructs Paul to burn the uncopied manuscript of 
his latest book — a radical departure marking a 
move to more serious work — and write a new 
Misery novel, just for her. Failure to comply, Paul 
discovers, is a punishable offence. 

Aware of the limitations of King's insular plot, 
William Goldman's keenly structured script wisely 
opens things up. The introduction of Farnsworth's 


W Well, you'd look pretty miserable if you 
had to put up with what he does 


elderly small-town sheriff, dedicated in his pursuit 
of the missing Sheldon, and his lustful wife, offer a 
much needed comic counterpoint to the steadily 
increasing level of claustrophobic tension. By 
focusing on Sheldon's artistic imprisonment to a 
far greater degree than examined in King's novel, 
Reiner succeeds in bringing a deeper psychologi- 
cal perspective to the character's plight, Sheldon 
turning from a passive to an active victim, strug- 
gling not only against his immediate physical 
predicament, but also the fundamental underlying 
artistic confines personified by Annie's refusal to 
accept his desire to stop writing Misery novels. 
Reiner's direction is effective, if overly reliant on 
fright-film techniques, even succumbing to the lure 
of a shock ending. Caan exudes a steely resilience 
in the face of horrifying adversity, but it's Bates's 
Annie that deserves special credit. Hers is simply 
the most terrifying screen performance in years: a 
chillingly twisted, psychotically fervent obsessive 
endowed with the capacity to assume personas at 
opposite ends of the spectrum. King has stated 
that this is his favourite movie version of any of 
his novels. Though not quite the best, Misery 
hooks from first frame to last, yanking you to the 
edge of your seat with alarming regularity, leaving 
you squirming in its grip. 
Mark Salisbury 
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College kid Archie is about to 
have the shock of his life. 
Tortured by real life bullies 
he’s about to trounced by real 
dead ones, but fortunately, as 
an assistant to his mortician 
uncle, he knows how to deal 
with them. 
Medusa’s latest zombie hit, 
starring the diminutive Scott 
Grimes of Critters fame, has 
taken two years to reach 
British small screens, which 
is sad because it’s a real 
laugh. Fortunately, we have 
ten copies of this terrific 
tease (several people take 
their clothes off, some on the 
mortuary slab) - so you won't 
miss out. Just tell us the 
name of Medusa’s latest 
Stephen King hit which is on 
British cinema screens now. 
Send your answer to DEAD 
FUNNY COMPO, FEAR, 
NEWSFIELD, LUDLOW, 
SHROPSHIRE SY8 1JW. All 
entries should arrive with us 
by May 10th. No employees 
of FEAR, Newsfield or 
Medusa (or their relatives) 
may take part — or they might 
have a serious accident at the 
business end of a 
formaldehyde pump. 


We've something for all 
lovers of leather and tape: 
Five sexy sets of four 
videos, boasting hot genre 
hits Ghost, CHUD, The 
Chair and Deepstar 6. 
And that's just for 
starters. Our first prize is 
a fabulous CHUD black 
leather jacket (large size) 
which Polygram, the 
video distributor, has 
allowed us to have on the 
understanding that it 
goes to a good home (not 
the editor's). This first 
prize winner will also get 
one set of videos as will 
four runners up. 


That's the tricky part 
over. Now all you have to 
do is answer our 
question: What colour 
underwear — er, no sorry 
about that, but it's still 
spring you know. Clue us 
in on the full meaning of 
the word CHUD — you'll 
find the answer in FEAR 
issue 28 — and also tell us 
the name of this movie's 
sequel. 

Write your answers on 
the back of a postcard or 
sealed envelope and send 
them to: CHUD AND 
THUNDER COMPO, 
FEAR, NEWSFIELD, 
LUDLOW, SHROPSHIRE 
SY8 1JW. АП entries 
should be in by May 10, 
and as usual no 
employees of FEAR, 
Newsfield, Polygram (or 
their relatives) can take 
part. CHUDS are also 
excluded. 
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Dig deep and make 
your offerings to 
Mammon. Music, 
computer games 
and all manner of 
wondrous 
marketing 
gimmicks. You'll 
find it here. 
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Motorhead 
Label CBS 


As it proudly states on the sleeve 
‘This album is ozone hostile’ and it 
sure as hell is.” 

Lemmy and his merry men have 
mutated into a very different lifeform 
from days of yore (Hey, he's even a 
film star if you count a cameo in 
Hardware — Ed). With a broader 
outlook on music and life in general, 
we are treated to a more varied and 
mature brain pounding without losing 
the deranged mayhem. 

The lyrics are profound in places 
and totally throwaway elsewhere, 
funny and unnerving. | never 
dreamed | would one day actually sit 
and read the lyrics on a Motorhead 
album. 

The musical textures are as varied 
as the lyrics — horns on 'Angei City’ 
as Lemmy's rasping vocals sing the 
praises of LA nightlife; ass kickin’ 
rock and roll on ‘Going To Brazil’; 
punk thrash on ‘Ramones’ - a tribute 
to guess who? 

The finest cut on the album has to 
be the title track: a Lemmy solo 
condemning war. It’s bleak and full of 
sadness, proving that there’s more to 
Lemmy than your average metal 
head. 

A final nod has to be given to 
‘Nightmare/The Dreamtime’ conjuring 
scenes of Hellraiser intensity. An 
essential purchase and one of the 
best albums I’ve heard this year. 
Paul Thompson 


HISTORY REWRITTEN 
Atom God 

Label Comminique Records 

This debut album from Atom God 
really belongs in the FEAR SF book 
section. Just like the first chapter of a 
book hooks you so that you suddenly 
realize that you can’t put the thing 
down, so too this album. At first it 
takes some getting into, but after 
several listens you find that these 
great British eccentrics are 


engrossing indeed with tracks like _ > no g that their s signing 
‘Radio Death’ and ‘China’ - huge to Caro rds will give them 
canals of boiling virgin 's blood that. 
twist and turn in various sections to 
take you on a trip into rock and roll 
3000AD style. ; 

Evo (Warfare) 
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ELIZIUM 
Fields Of The Nephilim 
Label Beggars gom 


Alas, | have tried but failed to e a : 
track breakdown of this stunning IY 
album. There are no stand alone š 
tracks, no fillers, just an incredible 
wash of aural colours. What is — 
presented here is a complete work of 
art with lyrics, music and sleeve ` 
design combining to pouce the 
overall effect. 5 

Lyrics are provided by lead | singer 
Carl McCoy who delivers them with a 
growling intensity that is quite - 
breathtaking. Anyone familiar with 
the Nephilim sound will hear no 
departure from the direction of their 
previous albums, just a more mature : 
and confident approach. This is not — 
just another album, there are no hit 
singles and sell-out tunes, they don't | 
need them, it’s not their style. 
Paul Thompson 
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Kinghorse 
Label Caroline 


Hailing from Kentucky, Kinghorse are 
the bastard sons of heavy metal 
Satanist Glenn Danzig. e have 


spins it all starts to drill into the 
subconsciousness with a startling 
clarity. There are no songs about 
demons or zombies, just real life 
situations that leave the listener 
feeling uneasy and drained, 
constantly buffeted between out and 
out manic thrash and black 
depression. 

To complete the overall mood 
Pushead — known for his Metallica 
artwork — was commissioned for the 
album sleeve, and a bit of a corker it 
is too. All in all a wonderfully 
depressing album — crazies of the 
world unite. 

Paul Thompson 


DEATHCHARGE 


Warfare 
Label RKT Records 


‘Scream Of The Vampire’, ‘Baron 
Frankenstein’, and ‘Fear Zone’ from 
that hammerheaded, hardrocking, 
hellraising band Warfare? The titles 
sound familiar and, indeed, they have 
appeared before on the group’s 
homage to Hammer horror films, but 
not in this form. 

The first groove of ‘Scream Of The 
Vampire’ tells you that this record is 
different. There’s anticipatory 
applause, announcing that what is to 
come is live. And what’s somewhat 
surprising are that the production 
values, instrumental control, and 
unwavering quality of lead singer 
Evo’s voice are all very high. 

And the new bits? Well, there’s 
‘Burn Down The Kings Road’ — 
there’s a big yes-sir vote from us 
there — ‘Blown To Bits’, the title 
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track ‘Deathcharge’, and ‘Elite Force’, 
all of which are powerful evocations 
of war. It's a pity, therefore, that the 
Gulf War intervened and clobbered 
any chance of a mega distribution 
deal. According to the band, they're 
finding it very difficult to get a big 
release for the album because it 
steps on a few purple nerves and 
weak hearts. Perhaps when Gulf 
fever has calmed down they'll be able 
to deluge the shops. Until then, try 
grabbing a copy from RKT Records, 
PO Box 11, Syston, Leicester LE7 
7ZT. 

Jerry Dumpton 


SUBCONSCIOUS 
RELEASE 


Desecrator 
Label RKT Records 


If you've never heard a cenobite sing 
then try the latest album from 
Desecrator. 

The sound that comes from the 
vinyl disc is roughly equivalent to 
that you'd get if you sucked on the 
wrong end of a joint 'yeaoww-wow- 
man' or, if you're into these sorts of 
bands, Desecrator is in the Coil 
camp, though doesn't have the good 
fortune to be associated with Clive 
Barker. That's disposed of the music 
eloquently enough (Don't kid yourself 
— Ed.) but, although the lyrics are 
unintelligible on the record, they 
make for an interesting, though not 
completely original, cover sleeve 
read. Take, for instance, ‘The 
Suffering’, and its first verse: ‘What is 
happening to our lives? As soon as 
we're born we begin to die, This is a 
problem we all have to face, Don't 
ever forget the world that's at waste'. 

Yes, well, it'll never win a Golden 
Globe... 

John Reeves 


BREEDING SHOWS 

'Based on the Clive Barker novel 
Cabal, Ocean's Nightbreed takes 
the player to the shadowy realm 
of Midian where the Nightbreed 
dwell and a young man called 
Boone now seeks sanctuary. He 
has been accused of a series of 
vile murders and is on the run 
from the police, although 
unknown to him the real murder- 
er, known only as The Mask, is hot 
on his trail. Upon arriving at the 
gates of Midian however Boone is 
bitten by the cannibalistic 
Peloquin and becomes one of the 
Breed. There are three levels in 
the game, and in most of them you 
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battle members of the Nightbreed 
first with bare hands and later on 
with a range of very impressive 
weapons. Nightbreed isn’t any- 
thing spectacular, it’s a good beat- 
em-up, but kicking seven shades 
of brown out of attackers does 
become tedious after a while. 
Prices are £10.99 & £15.99 (8-Bit), 
£24.99 (16-Bit). 

Mark Caswell 


TOTAL 
DEVASTATION 


‘We can remember it for you whole- 
sale’ is the proud boast of Rekall 
Incorporated, a company with 
spelling problems that offers brain 
implants in the latest Ocean block- 
buster Total Recall. Doug Quaid is 
the man who goes there to take an 
implanted holiday to Mars after he 
has disturbing dreams, but he finds 
that he is a real secret agent called 
Hauser, ‘surprise, you’re not you, 
you’re me’. The game follows the film 
plot closely with five levels. Levels 
one, three and five are horizontal 
platform blast-em-up’s, while two and 
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four are horizontally scrolling car 
chase scenes, the gameplay differs 
slightly on each format, but in gener- 


al it is a very playable blast-em-up. ` 


The game is available on all formats 
£10.99 & £15.99 (8-Bit), £24.99 (16- 
Bit). So get ready for the ride of your 
life. 

Mark Caswell 


ROBO RERUN 
Robo is back in the second Ocean 


game to chart the life and times of ` 


our hero in a tin can, RoboCop 2 is 
a multi-level blast-em-up par 
excellence and takes Officer 
Murphy through many tricky situ- 
ations. The plot follows the movie 
closely as you control RoboCop as 
he stomps through such places as 
the River Rouge drugs factory, 
the Togawa brewery and finally 
the Civil Centrum where he faces 
his successor, the psychotic 
RoboCop 2. Interspersed with the 
blasting action are a trigger-fin- 
ger testing shooting gallery and a 
puzzle game where you must help 
Robo regain his human identity. 
Robocop 2 has received rave 
reviews across the board, and 
with good cause because it is a 
brilliant game, as good as, if not 
better than the original. Prices 
are £10.99 & £15.99 (8-Bit), £24.99 
(16-Bit). 

Mark Caswell 


CRYSTAL BALLS 

On the cards for release later in the 
year are Hudson Hawk (based on the 
new Bruce Willis movie), Terminator 
2 - Judgement Day (or T2 as it's 
called in the office), RoboCop 3 (the 
movie will be made without Peter 
Weller this time) and Darkman, all 
from Ocean. It's not known at the pre- 
sent time what form these games will 
take, but presumably they will follow 
their respective celluloid parents 


closely. So all we can do is sit and 
wait for further news. 
Mark Caswell 


ALIEN INHUMANITY 


'TO MAN 
Oh dear, the interstellar head- 
hunting alien is back in Predator 
2 the sequel to one of my favourite 
Arnie Schwarzenegger films. Of 
course this isn't the same alien as 
in the original, but he's just as 
dangerous. The dateline is the mid 
1990s and downtown Los Angeles 
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is in the grip of the hottest 
November in recorded history. A 
big drugs war is in progress and 
the bodies are piling up, but Lt 
Mike Harrigan is puzzled by the 
murders. They look to be the work 
of something inhuman, which is 
literally the case because our 
alien pal has hit town and he has 
a few days to kill. Mirrorsoft are 
the company responsible for the 
game and apparently the pro- 
gramming is going great guns on 
all versions, the release of the 
game is scheduled to tie in with 
the film. 

Mark Caswell 


A BIT OF A DICK 

The man with the hat is back, and 
this time he is also wearing a garish 
yellow trench coat. The world famous 
detective was played on the big 
screen recently by Warren Beatty and 
there is now a computer game from 
Titus. Big Boy Caprice and his gang 
are out to get Mr Tracy (no this isn't 
Thunderbirds), so you must guide 
him through the horizontally scrolling 
game as he biffs the bad guys. There 
are five levels, at the end of which are 
Big Boy Caprice and his lieutenants 
Flattop, Pruneface and the Brow. But 
first you have to battle your way 
through the thugs who wield pistols, . 
machine-guns or knuckle sandwich- 
es. You start with fists for defence, 
but there are a few guns scattered 
around for you to pick up and use. 
The problem with all versions is the 
lack of gameplay, it is simplicity itself 
to complete the game after only a 
couple of goes. This is a shame 
because a lot more could have been 
done with the licence, watch the film 
but give the game a miss is my opin- 
ion. Prices are £10.99 (8-Bit), £24.99 
(16-Bit). 

Mark Caswell 
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Britain's best-selling fantasy, horror, SF magazine: 
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A rather more eclectic 
selection than usual as 
once again Warren 
Lapworth girds his loins, 
flexes his critical muscles 
and plunges into another 
heavy session of comic 
reviewing. 


efore | start, let me ask a 
B question: is there anybody 

there?! As yet, letters to 
FEAR Forum have at best only 
made passing reference to this 
column. Either the postal service 
to Ludlow is getting (even) worse 
or you're all being very quiet 
about this three-page section of 
FEAR. 

Even if you only occasionally 

read Graphic Detail, there must 
be something you'd like to say 


about it, even if it's pure criticism. 
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Any opinions, suggestions, blank 
cheques etc. will be gratefully 
received and will help me mould 
this column into something you, 
the reader, will look forward to 
reading every month (though I’m 
sure most of you do already... ). 
So, dust off your pens, printer 
ribbons, pencils, quills, wax 
crayons etc. and write to Warren 
Lapworth at Graphic Detail. 

We now return you to our 
regularly scheduled programme... 


3GM ETERNAL 


Grant Morrison strikes again! His 
three-part bookshelf format 
limited series, Kid Eternity (DC, 
£3.50, import), opens with as 
many plot threads and bizarre 
situations as you'd expect from 
one of his stories. Jerry Sullivan 
is a stand-up comedian, who's 
rushed into hospital following a 
drink-driving accident. In 
flashbacks, seemingly 
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insignificant events soon come to 
a head; a casual party becomes 
the target of a horrific, ghostly 
attack, the building’s walls 
becoming living, biting flesh. 

Then Jerry meets Kid Eternity, 
the ghost of 49 years who 
manifests from a thought in the 
comedian's head and explains 
the Shichiriron, the growing 
threat that appeared at the party. 

Three other characters make 
themselves conspicuous in book 
one, most notably a lucky and 
generous gambling priest, but 
none make any contribution to 
the main story. I’m sure they'll 
meet or their actions conflict as 
Kid Eternity’s elements weave 
together. 

Duncan Fegredo’s artwork is 
excellent, bold inks, sketchy 
linework and paint splatters 
embellishing precise, imaginative 
forms. The highly atmospheric, 
nightmarish visuals complement 
Morrison’s mildly derivative but 
very entertaining story — plot and 
story are both so good that £3.50 


is a paltry price to pay. If you 
haven’t done so already, ensure 
you get a copy of Kid Eternity — 
my only complaint so far is that 
it's only a three-part series! 


AT THE SIGN OF THE... 
The Best Of Dark Horse Presents, 
Volume Two reprints 13 stories 
from, well, Dark Horse Presents, 
published by, ah, Dark Horse 
(£5.60, import). They've been 
selected from issues 22 to 30 and 
all are worth at least a quick read. 

Highlights are many and 
include For Better Or For Worse, 
a horror comic parody with 
superb artwork by Roachmill's 
Hedden and McWeeney. Andrew 
Murphy's Reflections is simply 
blocks of text and basic 
accompanying illustrations. The 
topic is cloning and, although the 
ending lacks impact, it's a very 
thoughtful, imaginative piece of 
prose. Bob The Alien is just plain 
stupid — like the ugly Venusian 
himself — but great fun. Filipino 
Massacre has gritty, realistic art 
to match its horrific story, based 
in fact, and Project: Overkill is 
notable for Phill Aliens Vs 
Predator Norwood's superb 
cyberpunk artwork. 

Dark Horse Presents is 
probably the best regular 
anthology, so you'd expect The 
Best Of the best to be pretty hot 
stuff. This 13-story collection 
presents (sorry) a wide range of 
subjects, writing and artwork 
styles and as such is a valuable 
collection. It held and sparked my 
interest so much that I'll make 
Dark Horse Presents one of my 
monthly rather than occasional 
buys. 


McKEEVER MADNESS 


I'm glad that Ted McKeever has 
been given his own regular 
series, as his distinctive brand of 
weirdness is too good to be 
restricted to occasional limited 
series. The monthly title in 
question is Metropol (Epic, £1.80, 
import). Typically for McKeever, it 
focuses on the life of a single, 
miserable character, Jasper 
Notochord. In the first issue, little 
happened bar Jasper being 
arrested for some unknown crime 
he witnessed. 

Now, the police still won't tell 
him what's going on and lock him 
in a particularly unpleasant cell. 
However, considering what's 
going on in the rest of the city 
(Metropól City?), he's probably 
best off where he is. A tall, long- 
haired, silent stranger is dealing 
out GBH to anyone who dares 
speak to him, and various 
members of the public are 
vomiting masses of green sludge 
before dropping dead. 

I hope this really is a regular 
series — Epic classed Hollywood 
Superstars as an ongoing series 
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yet it ended with issue five (sob). 
Metropol deserves to survive for 
art alone. McKeever's work is 
hard to describe, more so now 
than it was when his Plastic 
Forks limited series began 
(reviewed back in FEAR 17). 
Figures and faces are angular 
and often distorted in horrific 
ways - his characters often look 
like they've crawled out from a 
horror film (or under a stone). His 
inking's broad, backdrop shading 
rough and colours strangely bold. 

As for his stories... brutal, 
perverse and downright strange, 
they're more bizarre than his 
illustrations, and Metropól is no 
exception. McKeever's got a sick 
mind but produces some 
excellent comics; for grim tales 
with surreal overtones, he's 
rarely beaten. 


OF ALL THE COMICS... 
The contents of The Bogie Man 
(Fat Man Press, £1) came as quite 
a surprise to me. Before actually 
picking up and reading a copy, | 
expected Hellblazer-style gritty 
private detective stories, minus 
the supernatural elements. But 
the 'Bogie', Francis Clunie, is so 
named because of his remarkable 
resemblance to a Mr Humphrey 
Bogart. 

It's hardly a similarity he 
denies. Clunie goes about his 
business in a trench coat and 
trilby hat, thinking and speaking 
like Bogart, even to the point of 
quoting from Casablanca. And 
issue four concludes his search 
for the ‘Maltese Falcons’ — a 
truckload of frozen turkeys. 

The mono artwork is quite 
simplistic and shading is used 
minimally. Although some 
character poses are artificial, 
portrait shots are well done, and 
the Bogie Man does look like 
Bogie — usually. 

It'S quite hard to evaluate The 
Bogie Man as it's firmly tongue- 
in-cheek, so some facets of the 
story are crass yet excuse 
themselves as satire, parody or 
plain wackiness. But І couldn't 
help but be amused. Clunie is so 
far off his rocker, reading intrigue 
into everyday situations, and so 
obsessed with Bogart and his 
movies, he's highly endearing. 


IT AIN'T EASY 


The devastation of Oa, the home 
of the galaxy's Green Lanterns, 
was the subject of the first 
Emerald Dawn mini-series. The 
six-part sequel is now upon us 
(DC, 50p) and again delves into 
the Green Lantern's past. 
Harold Jordan, the human 
identity of the Lantern overseeing 
Earth, is in court on a drink- 
driving charge (obviously a 
favoured felony at DC). He's 
found guilty and the judge 
chooses to make an example of 
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him, sentencing him to 90 days 
maximum security imprisonment 
at a State penitentiary. Always the 
good guy, Jordan uses his 
powers to escape the police truck 
and foil an armed robbery, then 
returns in time to be locked up — 
and get into big trouble. 

Meanwhile, the Green 
Lanterns' bosses on Oa are 
displeased with Jordan's 
progress, feeling his great 
potential is not being tapped. 
They decide he needs to be 
coached and choose sector 
1417's Lantern to train him — the 
ruthless Sinestro. 

The Green Lantern asa 
character, has never appealed to 
me. His costume's bland; as the 
Lantern he's boringly macho and 
as Harold he's just a jerk. Having 
said that, Emerald Dawn II has 
potential — although I'll have to 
ignore most of the main 
character's speech and some of 
his actions to appreciate the plot. 
Sinestro putting Earth's Lantern 
through his paces has many 
amusing possibilities, particularly 
the inevitable disagreements and 
fights. Bright and Tanghal's 
artwork is neat and conventional, 
With good facial illustration, and 
is easily up to the job of 
portraying the Lanterns' light- 
shaping action. 
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BEING GREEN 


Oliver Queen, the greatest 
superhero with a goatee beard! 
Not too difficult, | admit. Off the 
top of my head, the only other 
character 1 can think of with those 
requirements is Doctor Druid, 
need | say more? In Green Arrow 
25 (DC, 70p), Ollie's in Scotland, 
helping reassemble a historical 
ring of standing stones; a sort of 
mini-Stonehenge. 

Naturally, trouble soon rears 
its head. Property developers 
Arthur Barton and Catherine 
James are seeking permission to 
dam a brook and flood the land 
where the stones stand, as the 
centrepiece of a lakeside estate. 
Ruthless Barton and James will 
resort to anything to keep the 
site; a life-or-death situation is in 
the pipeline and Ollie's archery 
Skills will be called upon once 
more. ` 

Okay, so his beard and thin, 
turned-up moustache make him 
look pretty silly, but Ollie's still a 
pretty cool guy. His opposite 
number over at Marvel Comics is 
Hawkeye, an irritating, egotistical 
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man with a set of trick arrows, 
most of which are patently 
ridiculous. Ollie makes do with 
ordinary arrows, and still has 
style and credibility. 

He reminds me a little of The 
Punisher, an independent 
character going from place to 
place, defusing various 
dangerous situations with 
calculated skill, but Ollie's a more 
sociable chap and makes do with 
a bow and arrow. 

His nomad existence keeps the 
comic fresh but variable in quality 
— the artwork's always good but 
stories can be a little dreary. This 
issue is a fairly weak one but next 
month the Green Arrow will 
probably be back on target – 
maybe even a bull's eye. 


DEAD GOOD 


In my admittedly limited 
experience of Caliber comics 
(which barely extends beyond the 
Rocky Horror Picture Show 
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adaptation!), l'd never come 
across Deadworld (£1.55, import), 
though this title’s far from in its 
infancy. 

The first story in issue 18 is 
The Path Of Return and stars a 
cool biker zombie, who | presume 
is Deadworld's lead character. 
Under direction from his Devil- 
like undead boss, the zombie and 
his demon helpers maim a few 
people with a view to opening a 
dimensional gate. 

The back-up story is an eight- 
page one-off, Amy, with little 
dialogue. | found it a little hard to 
follow and ultimately 
inconsequential, but the stylish, 
sketchy artwork appealed to me. 
Issue 18 is rounded off with an 
unexciting preview of a new 
Caliber comic. 

І be keeping my eyes peeled 
for the next issue and buy some 
Deadworld back issues, as 1 
found Mark Bloodworth's The 
Path Of Return very entertaining. 
The undead get little comic 
coverage, in comparison to 
superheroes/villains, and 
Bloodworth's humourous, laid- 
back approach to them is 
refreshing. His illustrations are 
sharp and well composed and his 
lead zombie is a brilliant 
character. Take a look. 


FOR ARTS' SAKE 


The island of Saint Agatha is an 
unknown, unexplored quantity 
within the territory of the New 
State of Sillantoe. Fires (Penguin, 
£7.99) follows the chequered 
fortunes of the crew of a 
battleship, Anselm Il, who've 
been assigned to investigate the 
island. 

Lieutenant Absinthe heads the 
first landing, and reports back to 


his commander that the northern 
side of Saint Agatha seems 
deserted. However, Absinthe did 
see something, a curious, lithe 
figure, seemingly made from 
living flame. During the course of 
the story, Absinthe becomes 
obsessed with the island and its 
other inhabitants, deserts and 
murders an ex-colleague. 

Written and illustrated by 
Italian Lorenz Mattotti, Fires won 
Best Foreign Album at Barcelona 
in 1989, and was nominated for 
the USA's Harvey Awards. More 
fool them, І say — this graphic 
novel doesn't deserve the 
smallest of accolades. The idea of 
a compelling force on an 
uncharted island is an old one 
(very Lovecraft), and in Fires is 
used as the basis for lifeless, 
unimaginative narrative prose. 

Artwork fairs better, but not a 
great deal. Mattotti uses chalks 
very well, and though his 
Impressionist style doesn't 
appeal to me personally, I’m sure 
‘culture’ lovers will like it. 
However, the pseudo avant-garde 
visuals aren't enough to 
adequately support the 
insubstantial storyline. 


UPDATES... 


Issues #107-110 of Spectacular 
Spider-Man detailed the 
investigation following the 
murder of one of Spidey's major 
supporting characters. The Death 
Of Jean DeWolf reprints those 
issues, as Spider-Man, aided by 
Daredevil, tracks down Sin — 
Eater, DeWolf's killer. Rich 
Buckler's moderately detailed, 
realist art complements' Peter 


David's gritty story; very down- 
to-earth for a mainstream 
superhero like Spider-Man. Worth 
looking up... World Without End 
is almost back on course. Issue 
two was clearly just a hiccup for 
John Higgins, as parts three and 
four are almost as visually 
stunning as the first. Jamie 
Delano's story is hardly a 
powerhouse — it's becoming a 
simple man versus woman sex 
war — but isn't absolute crap, as 
issue two implied... | reviewed an 
issue of Doom Patrol a long time 
ago and, frankly, was confused. 
Since then, l've only been brave 
enough to pick up the occasional 
issue and have decoded some of 
Grant Morrison's plots. But in 
issue 43, where a general chats to 
a sergeant while taking him 
around the Pentagon, there are 
references so obscure І wished 
Pd never bother. Still, as ever, art 
is excellent and there is 
something to be gained from the 
story. When | fully understand an 
issue of Doom Patrol, I'll give it a 
full review... While you're 
(im)patiently waiting for the last 
parts of Frank Miller's Give Me 
Liberty and Hard-Boiled (an 
excellent mini-series I'll review 
when complete), you might want 
to spend your spare cash on 
Elektra Lives Again, if you 
haven't done so already. Matt 
Murdock (aka Daredevil) dreams 
about his dead lover, Elektra, 
dreams so real he starts to 
believe she's still alive. Er, that's 
it, really. Artwork, all but coloured 
by Miller, is very good but you get 
little story for your money. Only 
for Miller addicts. 


^ 
€ ARMAGEDDON; 
With the end of the world 
only months away - 
according to Nostradamus 


-we take a péak at one 
hundred years of 


apocalyptic movies. This 
never to be repeated tour 
includes The Day After, 
Miracle Mile, Damnation 
Alley, A Boy And His Dog, 
and the Romero Dead . 


mewes. ANS k 
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dismounts her unicorn to 
chat with FEAR about her 
major пем co-written SF 
series Sassinak, The 
Dinosaur Planet, the new | 
Pegasus and dragon ха 
novels, and her most к 
recent creation The 
Rowan. 


@ THE UNBORN. 

Virgin birth? You'll not 
want to give it another 
look once you've seen 
Roger Corman's new movie 
about genetic mutation 
and childbirth. a 


@ JOHN CARL 
BUECHLER 

unveils his latest movies 
To Die For Il, the return of 
those incredibly 
sophisticated LA vampires, 
and Gamester, a horror 
movie in which he uses his | 
specialist knowledge to 
stunning effect. 


PLUS 

The LA-based KNB special 
effects people talk about 
their new film... Yuppie 
vampires put in another 
appearance in To Die For 
2... John Carpenter 
unwraps the Memoirs Of 
The Invisible Man... SF 
author turned horror writer, 
KW Jeter, tiptoes through 
the nightmares of the 
past... Award winner Neil 
Gaiman's guide to comic 
book writing... Stephen 
Lawhead barrows into 
Celtic mythology. 


It's flesh-ehrgading good, 
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“IT’S EXCELLENT” 


You ve The Right To Remain Silent... 
Forever “ 
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